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PREFACE. 
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' Havins. recommended this Play to the town, and delivered 
the copy of it to the bookseller, I think myself obliged to give 
some account of it. Wk 

It had been some years in the hands of the author, and falling 
under my perusal, I thought so well of it, that I persuaded him 
to make some additions and alterations to it, and let it appear 
upon the stage. 1 own I was very highly pleased with it, and 
liked it the better, for the want of those studied similies and re- 
partees, which we, who have writ before him, have thrown into 
our Plays, to indulge and gain upon a false taste that has pre- 
vailed for many years in the British Theatre. I believe the Au- 
thor would have condescended to fall into this way a little more 
than he has, had he, before the writing of it, been often present 
at theatrical representations. I was confirmed in my thoughts 
of the Play, by the opinion of better judges, to whom it was 
communicated, who observed, that the scenes were drawn after 
Moliere's manner, and-that an easv and natural vein of humour 
ran through the whole, 

I do not question but the reader will discover this, and see many 
beauties that escaped the audience; the touches being too deli- 
cate for every taste in a popular assembly. My brother sharers 
were of opinion, at the first reading of it, that it was like a pic- 
ture in which the strokes were not strong enough to appear at 
a distance. As it is not in the common way of writing, the 
approbation was at first doubtful, but has risen every time it has 
been acted, and has given an opportunity, in several of its parts, 
for as just and good action as ever I saw on the stage. 

The reader will consider that I speak here, not as the author, 
but as the patentee; which is, perhaps, the reason why I am 
not diffuse in the praises of the Play, lest I should seem like a 
man who cries up his own wares, only to drew in customers. 


RICHARD STEELE, 


— — — 


—— WS — c —E—v—ÿ 


—— — 7” 2 
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THE DRUMMER. 


Azrovur this Play there has been a deal of unneces- 
sary mystery—so much, that it has been suggested to 
be the work of another than the ostensible Author, — 
One might even argue from the mystery that the Play 
was AppisoN's—The temper, both of this great man 
and his antagonist Poye, led them too frequently into 
petty intrigue; and their very instruments or second 
means were illustrious. 


What light STEELE could throw upon this business 
he did. —T1CKLE having omitted the Play in his Col- 
lection of Appison's Works, Sir RICHARD repro» 
bated him in a re- publication of it—affirming it to be 
ADD150N's, or written by some one under his direction. 
The person may be complaining for his own credit, 


The audience liked it little enough—lIts own merit, 
or the fame of the Author, has procured it every praise 
but that of frequent performance. It is a natural and 
Strong picture of life—there is nothing like wit about 
it—scene therefore is heard after scene, with little 
pleasure and less applause. 


-- — 


* 


PROLOGUE. 


IV this grave age, when Comedies are fer, 

We crave your patronage for one that's nem: 

o' *twere poor stuff, yet bid the Author fair, 

And let the scarceness recommend the ware. 

Long have your ears been fill'd with tragic parts, 
Blood and blank-verse have harden'd all your hearts; 
Heber you smile, "tis at some party Strokes, 

Round -heads and wooden - shes are Standing jokes ; 


The same conceit gives claps and hisses birth, 
You're grown Such politicians in your mirth ! 

For once we try (though 'tts, I own, unsafe ) 

To please you all, and make both parties laugh, 
Our Author, anxious for his fame to-night, 

And bashful in his first attempts to write, 

Lies cautiously. obscure and unreveal'd, 

Like ancient actors in a mask conceal d. 

Censure, when no man knows who writes the Play, 
Were much good malice merely thrown away . 

The mighty Critics will not blast, for shame, 

A raw young thing, who dares not tell his name : 
Good-natur'd judges will th unknown defend, 
And fear io blame, lest they Should hurt a friend; 
Each wit may praise it for his own dear satte, 
And hint he writ it, if the thing Should take - 
But if you're rough, and us him like a dog, 
Depend upon it he'll remain incog. 

if you should hiss, he swears he'll Hiss as hagh, 
And, like a culprit, raise the hue and cry. 


— — —— — — — —— Oe 
” 
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——ü— — ͤ ———¼ — — 
If eruel men are still averte to are 
Diese scenes, they fly for refuge to the fair. 
Tho' with a ghost our Comedy be herghten'd, 
Ladies, upon my word, you 5shan't be frighten'd: 
Oh, "tis a ghost that scorns to be uncivil, j 
A well. spread, lusty, jointure - hunting devil. 
An an' rous ghost, that's faithfut, fond, and true, 
Made up of flesh and blood —as much as you, 
Then, evry evening, come in flocks, undaunted ; ' 
Ve never think this house is too much haunted. 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


2 EIT 
— — - 
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ACT J. SCENE [. 


A great Hall, Enter the Butler, Coachman, and 
Gardener. 


Butler. 
Turns came another coach to town last night, that 
brought a gentleman to enquire about this strange 
noise we hear in the house. This spirit will bring a 
power of custom to the George. If so be he con- 
tinues his pranks, I design to sell a pot of ale, and set 
up the sign of the drum. 

Coach. I'll give madam warning, that's flat—I've 
always lived in sober families—1'll not disparage my- 
self to be a servant in a house that is haunted. 

Gard. I'll e'en marry Nell, and rent a bit of ground 
of my own, if both of you leave madam; not but that 
madam's a very good woman, if Mrs. Abigail did not 
$poil her, — Come, here's her health. 

But. 'Tis a very hard thing to be a butler in a 


house that is disturbed. He made such a racket in the 


cellar, last night, that I'm afraid he'll sour all the 
beer in my barrels, 
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Coach, Why then, John, we ought to take it off as 
fast as we can—Here's to you—He rattled so loud 
under the tiles, last night, that I verily thought the 
house would have fallen over our heads. I durst 
not go up into the cock-loft this morning, if I had 
not got one of the maids to go along with me. 

Gard. I thought I heard him in one of my bed- 
posts. I marvel, John, how he gets into the house, 
when all the gates are shut. 

But. Why, look ye, Peter, your spirit will creep 
you into an augre-hole—— he'll whisk ye through a 
key-hole, without so much as justling against one of 
the wards. 

Coach. Poor Madam is mainly frighted, that's cer- 
tain; and verily believes it is my master, that was 
killed in the last campaign. 

But. Out of all manner of question, Robin, 'tis Sir 
George. Mrs. Abigail is of opinion, it can be none 
but his honour, He always loved the wars; and, 
you know, was mightily pleased, from a child, with 
the music of a drum, 

Gard. I wonder his body was never found after 
the battle, 

But. Found ! Why, ye fool, is not his body here 
about the house? Dost thou think he can beat his 
d rum, without hands and arms? 

Coach, *Tis master, as sure as I stand here alive; 
and I verily believe I saw him last night in the 
town-closc. 

Card. Ay! How did he appear? 


of * TIT Kind 
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Coach. Like a white horse. | 
But. Phoo, Robin! I tell ye, he has never ap- 

peared yet, but in the shape of the sound of a drum. 

Coach. This makes one almost afraid of one's own 
Shadow, As I was walking from the stable t'other 
night, without my lanthorn, I fell across a beam that 
lay in my way ; and faith my heart was in my mouth. 
thought I had stumbled over a spirit. 

But. Thou might'st as well have stumbled over a 
Straw. Why, a spirit is such a little thing, that I 
have heard a man, who was a great scholar, say, that 
he'll dance you a Lancashire hornpipe upon the point 
of a needle. As I sat in the pantry, last night, count- 
ing my Spoons, the candle, methought, burnt blue, 
and the spay'd bitch looked as if she saw something. 

Coach. Ay, poor cur, she's almost trightened out 
of her wits, 

Gard. Ay, I warrant ye, she hears him, many a 
time and often, when we don't. 

But, My lady must have him laid, that's certain, 
whatever it cost ker, 

Gard. I fancy, when one goes to market, one 
might hear of somebody that can make a spell. 

Coach. Why, may not the parson of our parish lay 
him? 

But. No, no, no; our parson cannot lay him. 

Coach. Why not he, as well as another man? 

But, Why, ye fool, he is nut qualified, He has 
not taken the oaths. 

Card. Why, d'ye think, John, that the spirit would 
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take the law of him? Faith, I could tell you one way 
to drive him off. | 

Coack, How's that ? 

Gard. VII tell you immediately, — [ Drinks.] —I 
fancy Mrs. Abigail might scold him out of the house. 

Coach. Ay, she has a tongue that would drown his 
drum, if any thing could, 

But. Pugh, this is all froth ; you understand no- 
thing of the matter, The next time it makes a noise, 
I tell you what ought to be done — I would have 
the Steward speak Latin to It. 

Coach. Ay, that would do, if the steward had but 
courage. 

Gard. There you have it. He's a fearful man. If 
J had as much learning as he, and I met the ghost, 
I'd tell him his own. But, alack 1 what can one of 
us poor men do with a spirit, that can neither write 
nor read ? 

But. Thou art always cracking and boasting, Peter; 
thou dost not know what mischief it might do thee, if 
such a silly dog as thee should offer to speak to it, 
For aught | hn he might flea thee alive, and make 
parchment of thy skin, to cover his drum with. 

Gard. A fiddlestick tell not me l fear nothing, 
not I; I never did harm in my life ; I never commit- 
ted murder, 

But. I verily believe thee. Keep thy temper, Peter; 
aiter Supper we'll drink each of us a double mug, and 
then let come what will, 

Gard, Why, that's well said, John—An honest man, 


he 
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that is not quite sober, has nothing to fear ilere's 
to ye — Why, now if he should come this minute, 
here would I stand Ha! what noise is that? 

But, Coach. Ha! where ? 


| Gard, The devil! the devil! Oh, no; 'tis Mrs. 


Abigail. - | 
But. Ay, faith! 'tis she; 'tis Mrs. Abigail! A 
good mistake; tis Mrs. Abigail. 


Enter ABIGAIL» 


Ab. Here are your drunken sots fur you! Is this a 
time to be guzzling, when gentry are come to the 
house! Why don't you lay your cloth? How come 
you out of the stables ? Why are you not at work in 
your garden ? 

Gard. Why, yonder's the fine Londoner and ma- 
dam fetching a walk together ; and, methuught, they 
looked as if they should say they had rather have my 
room than my company. 

But. And so, forsooth, being all three met together, 
we are doing our endeavours to drink this same drum- 
mer out of our heads. 

Card. For you must know, Mrs. Abigail, we are 
all of opinion that one cann't be a match for him, 
unless one be as drunk as a drum. 

Coach. I am resolved to give madam warning to 
hire herself another coachman; for I came to serve 


my master, d'ye see, while he was alive; but do sup- 


pose that he has no further occasion for a coach, now 
he walks, 
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But. Truly, Mrs. Abigail, I must needs say, that 
this same spirit is a very odd sort of a body, after all, 
to fright madam, and his old servants, at this rate. 

Gard. And truly, Mrs. Abigail, I must needs say, 
served my master contentedly, while he was living; 
but I will serve no man living (that 1s, no man that 
is not living) without double wages. 

Av. Ay, 'tis such cowards as you that go about 
with idle stories, to disgrace the house, and bring so 
many Strangers about it: you first frighten yourselves, 
and then your neighbours, 

Card. Frightened! I scorn your words: frightened 
quoth-al 

46. What, you $ot, are you grown pot-valiant ? 

Card. Frightened with a drum | that's s good one | 
ft will do us no harm, I'll answer for it: is will 
bring no blood-shed along with it, take my word. It 
zounds as like a train-band drum as ever I heard in 
my life. 

But. Pr'ythee, Peter, don't be $0 presumptuous. 

Ab. Well, these drunken rogues take it as I could 
wish. [ Aside. 

Gard. I scorn to be frightened, now I am in for't ; 
if old dub-a-dub should come into the room, I would 
take him 
nt. Pr'ythee, hold thy tongue. 

Gard. I would take him ——— 


* 
* 


[The drum beats ; the Gardener endeavours to get 9. : 


and falls. 
Gu. Coach. Speak to it, Mrs. Abigail. 


? (+ 
zne | 
will 
0-6 


rd in 


us. 
could | 
Aside. 
for't; 
would 


1 
k 
— 


get H. 


6 
E] 
* 


1 


5 


4d THE DRUMMER. 13 


Gard. Spare my life, and take all J have, 

Coach. Make oft, make off, good butler, and let us 
go hide ourselves in the cellar, [ They all run off. 

Ab. So, now the coast is clear, I may venture to 
call out my drummer—But first let me shut the door, 
lest we be surprised. Mr. Fantome! Mr. Fantome ! 
le beats.) Nay, nay, pray come out: the enemy's 
fled—I must speak with you immediately — Don't 
stay to beat a parley. 

« [| The back scene opens, and discovers Fantome with a 

drum. 

Fan. Dear Mrs. Nabby, I have overheard al! that 
has been said, and find thou hast managed this thing 
so well, that I could take thee in my arms and kis: 
thee If my drum did not stand in my way. 

Ab. Well, o' my conscience, you are the the mer- 
riest ghost! and the very picture of Sir George 
Truman. ä 

Fan. There you flatter me, Mrs. Abigail : Sir 
George had that freshness in his looks, that we men 
of the town can not come up to. 

Ab. Oh, death may have altered you, you know 
Besides you must consider, you lost a great deal of 
blood in the battle, 

Fan. Ay, that's right; let me look never so pale, 
this cut cross. my forehead will keep me in counte- 
nance. 

Ab. Tis just such a one as my master received 
from a cursed French trooper, as my lady's letter in- 
tormed her, 
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an it happens luckily that this suit of clothes of 
r Crore's Hes mie so well think I cann't tail 


keting the air of a man with whom I was $ long 


I 


%. You are the very man——1 vow I almost start 
when I look upon vou. 
Fon, But what good will this do me, if I must re. 


I invisible s 


b, Pray, what good did your being visible do you? 
| Tie foir Mr, Fantome thought no woman could 
'S Po 1 


witlistand lam But when you were seen by my lady 
n Your proper person, after she had taken a full 
rey ot you, and heard all the pretty things you 
| ld say, she very civilly dismissed you for the sake 
A this empty noisy creature, Tinsel. She fancies you 
une been gone from hence this fortnight, 

an. Why, really, I love thy lady so well, that 

ovch 1 had no hopes of gaining her for myself, I 
rod not bear to see her given to another, especially 
eh a wretch as Tinsel. 

4, Well, tell me truly, Mr. Fantome, have not 
oa great opinion of my fidelity to my dear lady, 
ihatf{ would not suffer her to be deluded in this man- 
er tor less than a thousand pounds? 

Lan. Thou art always reminding me of my pro- 
| ile ou shalt have it, if thou canst bring our 
aroiect to boar: dost not know, that stories of ghosts 

and apparitions generally end 1n a pot of money. 
2%. Why, truly now, Mr. Fantome, I should think 


myzelf a very bad woman, it I had done what I da 


was yt a—w OW 


Ad J. 


Fan. Dear Abigail, how I admire thy virtue! 
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Ab. No, no, Mr. Fantome, I dety the worst ot my 
enemies to say I love mischict for mischiet 's sake. 

Fan. But is thy lady persuaded that I'm the ghost 
of her deccased husband? 

Ab. 1 endeavour to make her believe so: and tel! 
her, every time your drum rattles, that her husband 15 
chiding her for entertaining this new lover. 

Fan. Pr'ythee, make use of all thy art: for I'm 
tired to death with strolling round this wide old tows: 
like a rat behind the wainscot. 


* 


Ab. Did not 1 tell you 'was the purest place in the 
world for you to play your tricks in? There's none cf 
the family that knows every hole and corner in it, 5c - 
sides myself. 

Fan. Ah, Mrs. Abigail! you have had your in— 
trigues 


Ab. For you must know, when I was a romping: 
young girl, | was a mighty lover of hide and seek. 

Fan, I believe by this time, I am as well acquainted 
with the house as yourself. 

Ab. You are very much mistaken, Mr, Fantome : 
but no matter for that; here is io be your station to— 
night. This place is unknown to any one living be- 
Sides myself, since the death of the joiner, who, you 
must understand, being a lover of mine; contrived 
the wainscot to move to and fro, in the manner that 
you find it. 1 designed it for a wardrobe for my 
lady's cast clothes. Oh, the stomachers, stays, pet= 
ticoats, commodes, laced shoes, and good things that 


B 5 
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I have had in it! Pray, take care you don't break 
the cherry brandy- bottle that stands up in the 
corner. | 

Fan. Well, Mrs. Abigail, I hire your closet of you 
but for this one night—A thousand pounds, you 
know, 1s a very good rent. 

Ab. Well, get you gone: you have such a way 
with you, there's no denying you any thing. 

Fax: 1 am thinking how Tinsel will stare, when he 
Sees me come out of the wall; for I am resolved ta 
make my appearance to-night, 

Ab. Get you in, get you in, my lady's at the door. 

Fan, Pray, take care she does not keep me up so 
late as she did last night, or depend upon it 111 beat 
tlie tattoo, | 

Ab. I'm undone, I'm undone [UA he is going in. 
Mr. Fantomel Mr. Kantome! have you put the 
thousand pound boud into my brother's hand. 

Fan. Thou shalt have it; I tell thee, thou shalt 


have it. _ | Fan. goes in. 
£6. No more words—— Vanish, vanish! | 


, 


\ Enter Lady TRUMAN. 

Ab. OH the door.) Oh, dear madam, was it 
you that mate such a knocking ? My heart does so 
beat—Lvowſjyou have frighted me to death—l thouglit 
verily it had been the drummer, 

J. Tru. I have been shewing the garden to Mr. 
Tinsel: he's most insutterably witty upon us about 
this story of the drum. 


— 
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Ab. Indeed, madam, he's a very loose man: I'm 
afraid *tis he that hinders my poor master from rest- 
ing in his grave. 

L. Tru. Weil, an infidel is such a novelty in the 
country, that 1 am resolved to divert myself a day or 
two at least with the oddness of his conversation. 

Ab. Ah, madam, the drum began to beat in the 
house as soon as ever that creature was admitted to 
visit you, All the while Mr, Fantome made his ad- 


dresses to you, there was not a mouse Stirring in the 


family more than used to be 

JL. Tru. This baggage has some design upon me, 
more than I can yet discover. | X5:9e. |—Mr, Fantome 
was always thy tavourite, 

Ab. Ay, aud should have been yours too, by my 
consent. Mr. Fantome was not such a slight fantas- 
tic thing as this is Mr. Fantome was the best built 
man one should see in a summer's day! Mr. Fantome 
was a man of honour, and loved you. Poor soul, how 
has he sighed, when he has talked to me of my hard- 
hearted lady,—Well, I had as lief as a thousand 
pounds you would marry Mr. Fantome. | 

IL. Tru. To tell thee truly, I loved him well enough 
till found he loved me so much. But Mr. Tinsel 
makes his court to me with so much neglect and in- 


difference, and with such an agreeable sauciness- No: 
that I say ll marry him. 

Ab, Marry him, quoth-a! No—If you should, 
you'll be awakened Sooner than married couples ge- 


P ii; 
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nerally are—You'll quickly have a drum at your 
window. 

L. Tru. VII hide my contempt of Tinsel for once, 
if it be but to see what this wench drives at. [ Aside. 

Ab. Why, suppose your husband, after this fair 
warning he has given you, should sound you an alarm 
at midnight; then open you-curtains with a tace as 
pale as my apron, and cry out with a hollow voice, 
what dost thou do in bed with this spindle-shank'd 
fellow ? 

L. Tru. Why wilt thou needs have it to be my hus- 
band ? He never had any reason to be offended at me. 
I always loved him while he was living; and should 
prefer him to any man, were he so still. Mr. Tinsel 
is indeed very idle in his talk; but I fancy, Abigail, 
a discreet woman might reform him. 

Ab. That's a likely matter indeed! Did you ever 
hear of a woman who had power over a man when 
She was his wiſe, that had none while she was his 
mistress ? Oh, there's nothing in the world ;mproves 
4 man in his complaisance like marriage! 

L. Tru. He is, indeed, at present, too familiar in 
us conversation. 

A. Familiar, madam} in troth, he's downright 
rude. | 

L. Tra. But that, you know, Abigail, shews he has 
no dissimulation in him — Then he is apt to jest a 
little too much upon grave subjects. 

ab, Grave subjects 1 he jests upon the church. 

« L. Ziv. But that, you know, Abigail, may be 
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«only to shew his wit——Then it must be owned 
« he's extremely talkative. h 

Ab. Talkative, d'ye call it! he's downright im- 
© pertinent, 
. Tru, But that, you know, Abigail, is a sign 
he has been used to good Company—— 1 hen indeed 
he is very poxiave. 


LY 


* 


„% a6. Positive l why, he contradicts you in every 
thing you say. 
L. Tru. But then, you know, Abigail, he has been 
« ediicated at the inns of court. 

« Ab. A blessed education indeed ! It has made 
him forget lis carecinsm.” 

L. Tru. You talk as it you hated him. 

Ab. Vou talk as it you loved him. 


I. Tru. Hold your tongue; here he comes, 


Enter TINSEL. 

Tin. My dear widow | 

20. My dear widow | marry come up | [ Ade. 

L. Tru. Let him alone, Abigail; so long as he 
does not call me my dear wife, there's no harin done. 

Tin, | have been most ridiculously divertecssince Ll 
left you—Your servants have made a convert of my 
bouby ; his head is so filled with this foolish story of 
a drummer, that I expect the rogue will be atraid 
hereafter to go upon a message by moon=light. 

L. Tru. Ay, Mr. Tinsel, what a loss of billet-doux 
would that be to many a fine lady | 
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Ab, Then you stil] believe this to be a foolish story? 
I thought my lady had told you, that she had heard it 
herself. 

Tin. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ab. Why, you would not persuade us out of our 


senses? 

Tin, Ha, ha, ha! 

Ab. There's manners for you, madam. [ Lotde. 

L. Tru. Admirably rally'd1 that laugh was unans— 
werable | Now I'll be hanged if you could forbear 
being witty upon me, if I should tell you I heard it, 
no longer ago than last night. 

Tin. Fancy! 

J. Tru. But what if I should tell you my maid was 
with me. 

Tin. Vapours, vapours! Pray, my dear widow, 
will you answer me one question i— Had you ever 
this noise of a drum in your head, all the while your 


husband was living ? 


re L. Tru. And, pray, Mr. Tinsel, will you let me 
© a5k you another question? Do you think we can 
« hear in the country, as well as you do in town?“ 

Tin, Believe me, madam, I could prescribe you a 
cure for these imaginations. 

Ab. Don't tell my lady of imaginations, sir, I have 
heard it myself. 

Tin. Hark thee, child—art thou not an old maid? 

Ab. Sir, if I am, it is my own fault. 

Tin. Whims! freaks | megrims! iggeed, Mrs, 
Abigail. 


0 
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Ab. Marry, sir, by your alk, one would believe 
you thought every thing that was good is a megrim. 

l. Tru. Why, truiv, I don't very well nnder- 
e Stand what you meant by your doctrine to me in the 
te parden just now, that every thing we Saw was made 
« by chance, 

« 46, A very pretty subject indeed for a lover to 
„divert his mistress with. 

„I. Tru. But, I suppose, that was only a taste of 
« the conversation yuu would entertain me with atter 
marriage. 

% T:n. Oh, I shall then have time to read you such 
t“ lectures of motions, atoms, and nature that you 
« Shall learn to think as freely as the best of us, and 
« be convinced, in less than a month, that all about 
eus is chance-work. 

4. Tru. You are à very complaisant person indeed; 
% and so jcu would make your court to me, dy per- 
„ Srading me that | was made by chance! 

„Din. ta, ha, hal well said, my dear! why, faith, 
„ thou wert, a very lucky hit, that's certain. 

. Tru. Pray, Mr. Tinsel, where did you learn 
© this odd way of talking ? 

« in. Ah, widow, *tis your country innocence 
„ makes you think it an odd «ay of talking.” 

L. Tru. Though you give nv credit to Stories of 
apparitions, I hope you believe there are Such things 
as spirits.“ 

Tin, Sinplicity | 


— 
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Ah. I fancy you don't believe women have souls, 
d'ye, sir ? 5 

Tin. Foolish enough! 

„.. Tru. I vow, Mr. Tinsel, I'm afraid malicioud 
© people will say I'm in love with an atheist. 

« 7:n, Oh, my dear, that's an old-fashioned word 
« . i'm a free-thinker, child. 

« 4b, I'm sure you are a free-speaker |! 

I. Tru. Really, Mr. Tinsel, considering that you 
are so fine a gentleman, I'm amazed where you got 
* all this learning! I wonder it has not Spoiled your 
„ breeding. 

« Jen. To tell you the truth, I have not time to 
« look into these dry matters myself, but I am con» 
« yinced by four or five learned men, whom I some- 
« times overhear at a coftee-house I frequent, that 
„our forefathers were a pack of asses; that the world 
« has bcen in error for some thousands of years; and 
ce that all the people upon earth, excepting those two 
« or three worthy gentlemen, are imposed. upon, 
« cheated, bubbled, abused, bamboozled 

© .{b, Madam, how can you hear such a profiigate? 


„ he talks like the London prodigal. 


% L. Tru. Why, really, Pm thinking, if there be 
© no suchte things as spirits, a woman has no occasjon 
She need not be atiaid to lie by 


« for marrying 
« herself. 

% Tin. Ah, my dear! are husbands good for no- 
thing but to frighten away spirits? Dost thou think 
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« could not instruct thee in several other comforts 
« of matrimony ? 

J.. Tru. Ah, but you are a man of so much 
&« knowledge, that you would always be laughing at 
« my ignorance—You learned men are so apt to des- 
« pise one. 

« Tin. No, child! I'll teach thee my principles 
« thou shouldst be as wise as J am, in a week's time. 

%. Tru. Do you think your principles would 
& make a woman the better wife? 

4 Tin. Pr'ythee, widow, don't be queer, 

“% L. Tru. I love a gay temper, but I would not 
& have you rally things that are serious. 

« Tin. Well enough, faithi where's the jest ot 
6 rallying any tlung else? 

6 4b. Ah, madam, did you ever hear Mr. Fantome 
« talk at this rate? [ Aside.“ 

Tin. But where's this ghost? this son of a whore of 
a drummer? I'd fain hear him, methinks. 

Av. Pray, madam, don't suffer him to give the 
ghost such ill language, especially when you have 
reason to believe it is my master. 

Tin. That's well enough, faith, Nab; dost think 
thy master so unreasonable, as to continue his claim 
to his relict after his bones are laid? Pray, widow, 
remember the words of your contract, you have ful. 
filled them to a title——Did not you marry Sir 
George to the tune of *1z/! death us do part! 

I. Tru. I must not hear Sir George's memory 


treated in so slight a manner. — “ This fellow must 


24 THE DRUMMER, Ad J. 


« have been at Some pains to make himself such a 
& t1n1shed coxcomb. h Aside. 
Tin. Give me but possession of your person, and 
I'll whirl vou up to town for a winter, and cure you 
at once, © Oh, I have known many a country lady 
« come to London with frightful stories of the hall- 
house being haunted, of fairies, spirits, and 
« witches; that by the time she had seen a comedy, 
% played at an assembly, and ambled in a ball or two, 
« has been $0 little afraid of bug bears, that she has 
«© yentured home in a chair at all hours of the night. 

« 4h. Hum sauce- box. | [ Asides 

% Ten, Tis the Solitude of the country that creates 
«© these whimsies; there was never such a thing as a 
* ghost heard of at London, except in the plays 
house.“ —- Oh, we'd pass all our time in London, 
"Tis the scene of pleasure and diversions, where 
there's something to amuse you every hour of the 
day. Life's not life in the country, 

L. Tru. Well then, you have an opportunity of 
shewing the sincerity of that love to me which you 
profess. You may give a proof that you have an af- 
tection to my person, not my jointure. 

Tin. Your jointure | How can you think me such a 
dog! But, child, won't vour jointure be the same 
thing in London, as in the country ? 

L. Tru. No, you're deceived ! You must know it is 
Settled on me by marriage-articles, on condition that 
] live in this old mansion-house, and keep it up in 
repair. 
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Tin, How] 

Ab. That's well put, madam. 

Tin. Why, faith, I have been looking upon this 
house, and think it is the prettiest habitation [ ever 
Saw in my life, 

I. Tru. Ay, but then this cruel drum! 

Tin. Something so venerable in it! 

J. Tru. Ay, but the drum! 

Tin. For my part, I like this Gothic way of build. 
ing better than any of your new orders —— jt would 
be a thousandepities it should fall to ruin, 

L. Tru, Ay, but the drum ! 

Tin. How pleasantly we two could pass our time 
in this delicious situation. 
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Our lives woüld be a con- 
tinued dream of happiness. Come, faith, widow, let's 
go upon the leads, and take a view of the country. 

L. Tru. Ay, but the drum! the drum! 

Tin, My dear, take my word for it, *tis all fancy: 
besides, Should he drum in thy very bed-chamber, 1 
should only hug thee the closer. 


Clasp'd in the folds of lone, I'd meet my doom, 
And att my joys, though thunder shoe A the room. 
[Exeunt * 
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ACT Il. SCENE I. 
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— 


Opens and discovers VELLUM in lis Office, and à Letter 
| in his Hand, 


| Vellum. | 
10 Tuis letter astohisheth; may I believe my own eyes 
—or rather my gpectacles To Humphrey Vellum, 


0 Esq. steward to the Lady Truman. 
| [' © VELLUM, 
| I, © TI doubt not but you will be glad to hear your 


waster is alive, and designs to be with you in half an 
hour. The report of my being slain in the Nether- 
lands, has, I find, produced some disorders in my 
, family. IT am now at the George Inn. If an old man 
N with a grey beard, in a black cloak, enquires aſter 
ſ you, give him admittance. He passes for a conjurer, 


if but is really | 
f © Your faithful friend, 


| G. TRUMAN. {| 
P. S. Let this be a secret, and you shall find 
your account in it.“ 


This amazeth me! and yet the reasons why I should 
believe he is still living are manifold—First, because 
' this has often been the case of other military adven- 
1 turers. Secondly, because this news of his death 

was first published in Dyer's Letter. — Thirdly, be- 

cause this letter can be written by none but himself 
I Know his hand and manner of spelling. — Fourth- 


F 
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Enter Butler. 


* 


But. Sir, here's a strange old gentleman that asks 
for ycu ; he says he's a conjurer, but he looks very 
suspicious; I wish he ben't a Jesuit. 

Vel. Admit him immediately. 

But. I wish he ben't a jesuit; but he says he's 
nothing but a conjurer. 

Fel. He says right He is no more than a con» 
rer. Bring him in and withdraw. [Exit Butler, ] 
— And fourthly, as I was saying, because 


Enter Butler, uit Sir GEORGE. 
But. Sir, here is the conjurer—— What a devilish 
long beard he has! I warrant it has been growing 
these hundred years. [ Aide. Exit. 
S:r Geo. Dear Vellum, you have received my letter: 
but before we proceed, lock the door. 
Jel. It is his voice. [ Shuts the door. 
Sir Geo, In the next place, help me vil with this 
cun:bersome cloak. 
Hel. It is his shape. 
Sir Gro. So; now lay my beard upon the table. 
Fel. | 1fter having looked on Sir Geo. through hrs 
Spectacles. ] It is his face, every lineament ! 
Sir Cco. Well, now | have put off the conjurer and 
the old man, | can talk to thee more at inv ease. 
el. Believe me, my good master, 1 am as much 
rezoiced to sce you alive, as I was upon the day you 
C 13 
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were born. Your name was in alt the newspapers 
in the list of those that were slain. 

Sir Geo. We have not time to be particular. I gall 
only tell thee, in general, that I was taken prisoner in 
the battle, and was under close confinement several 
months. Upon my release, I was iesolved to surprise 
my «ite with the news of my being alive. 1 know, 
Vellum, von are a person of so much penetration, 
that need not use any further arguments to Convince 
you that | am so. 

Fel. I am—and moreover, I question not but your 
goud lady will likewis; be convinced of it, Her ho— 
nour is a discerning lady. 

Str Geo. | amm only afraid she chould be convinced 
of it to her Sorrow. Is she not pleased with her ima- 
ginary widewhood ? Tell me truly, was She afflicted 
at the report of my death? 

Fel. Sorely. 

Sir Geo, How long did her grief last? 

Fel. Lonver than I have known any widow'S—— 
at least three days. 

Sr Geo. Three days, say'st thou? Three whole 
days! I'm atraid thou flatterest me —— Oh, woman, 
woman! 

Fel. Grief is twofold 
Ser Geo. This blockhead is as methodical as ever— 
but i know hie is honest. LAside. 

Vel. There is a real rief, aud there is a methodi- 
cal grief: che was drowned in tears till such time as 
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the taylor had made her widow's weeds——Indeed, 
they became her. 

Sir Geo, Became her] and was that her comfort? 
Truly, a most scasonable consolation, 

Vel. I must needs say she paid a due regard to your 
memory, and could not forbear weeping when $ke 
Sa Company. 

Sir Geo. That was kind, indeed 1 I find she grieved 
with a great deal of good breeding. But how comes 
this gang of lovers about her? 

Yet. lier jointure is considerable. 


Sir Geo. How this fool torments me! [ As1de, 
el. Her person is amiable, 
Sir Geo, Death! [As ide. 


Vel. But her character is unblemished. She has 
been as virtuous in your absence as a Penelope 

Sir Geo. And has had as many suitors. 

['cl. Several have made their overtures. 

Sir Geo. Several 

Vel. But she has rejected all. 

Sir Gco. There thou revivest me. But what means 
this Tinsel? Are his visits acceptable: 

Fel. He is young. 

Sir Geo. Does she listen to him? 

Vel. He is gay. | 

Sir Geo. Sure she could never entertain a thought 
of marrying such 2 coxcomb ! 

Fel. He is not ill made. 

Sir Geo, Are the vows and protestations that passed 
between us come to this? I cann't bear the thought 
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of it! Is Tinsel the man designed for my worthy 
successor? 

Hel. You do not consider that you have been dead 
these fourtegn months 

Sir G. Was there ever such a dog. [Aiuide. 

Vel. And l have often heard her say, that she must 
never expect to find a second Sir George Truman — 
meaning your ho—nour. 

Sir Geo. I think she loved mel but I must scarch 
into this story of the drummer, before I discover my- 
Self to her. I have put on this habit of a conjurer, in 
order to introduce myself. It must be your business 
to recommend me as a most profound person, that, 
by my great knowledge in the curious arts, can silence 
the drummer, and dispossess the house. 

Vel. Jan going to lay my accounts before my 
lady; and I will endeavour to prevail upon her ho— 
nour to admit the trial of your art, 

Sir Geo. I have Scarce heard of any of these stories, 
that did not arise from a love-intrigue, Amours 
raise as many ghosts as murders. 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail endeavours to persuade us, that 
tis your ho—nour who troubles the house. 

Sir Geo. That convinces me 'tis a cheat; for I 
think, Vellum, I may be pretty well assured it is not 
ine. ; 
Vel. J am apt to think so, truly. Ha, lia, ha! 

Sir Geo. Abipail had always an ascendant over her 
lady; and if there is a trick in this matter, depend 
upon it, she is at the bottom of it, I'll be hanged if 
t!,is ghost is not one of Abjpgail's familiars, 
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Vel. Mrs. Abigail has of late been very mysterious. 
Sir Geo, I fancy, Vellum, thou couldst worm it out 
of her. I know formerly there was an amour be- 


tween you. 

Vel Mrs. Abigail hath her allurements; and she 
knows | have pick'd up a COtupetency in your ho 
nour's service. 

Sir Geo. If thou hast, all J ask of thee, in return, 
is, that thou wouldst immediately renew thy addresses 
to her, Coax her up. Thou hast such a silver tongue, 
Vellum, as *twill be impossible for her to withstand. 
Besides, she is so very a woman, that she'Il like you 
the better for giving her the pleasure of telling a se- 
cret. In short, wheedle her out of it, and 1 shall a& 
by the advice which thou givest me, 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail was never deaf to me, when [ 
talked upon that Subject. I will take an opportunity 
of addressing myself to her in the most pathetic man- 
ner. 

Sir Geo. In the mean time, lock me up in your of- 
fice, and bring me word what success you have 
Well, sure 1 am the first that ever was employed to 
lay hin:self. 

Fel. You act, indeed, a threefold part in this house; 
you are a ghost, a conjurer, and my ho—nourtd 
master, Sir George Truman ; he, he, he! You will 
pardon me for being jocular. 

Sir Geo. Oh, Mr. Vellum, with all my heart! Vou 
know 1 love vou men of wit and humour. Be as 
merry as thou pleasest, so thou dost thy business. 
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{ Mimiching him. ] You will remember, Vellum, your 
commission is twofold, first, to gain admission for me 
to your lady, and Secondly, to get the secret out of 
Abigail. 

el. It sufficeth. [ The Scene Shuts. 


Enter Lady TRUMAN. 


L. Tru. Women who have been happy in a first 
marriage, are the most apt to venture upon a Second. 
But, for my part, I had a husband so every way suited 
to my inclinations, that I must entirely forget him, 
before I can like another man. I have now been a 
widow but fourteen months, and have had twice as 
many lovers, all of them protessed admirers of my 
person, but passionately in love with my jointure. 1 
I think it is a revenge I owe my sex, to make an ex- 
ample of this worthless tribe of fellows, “ who grow 
* impudent, dress themselves fine, and fancy we are 
« obliged to provide for them. But of all my cap- 
«© tives, Mr. Tinsel is the most extraordinary in his 
kind. 1 hope the diversion I give myself with him 
is unblameable. I'm sure 'tis necessary to turn my 
* thoughts off from the memory of that dear man, 
* who has been the greatest happiness and affiiction 
« of my life. My heart would be a prey to melan- 
„ choly, it I did not find these innocent methods of 
© reheving it,” But here comes Abigail; I must 
tease the baggage; for I find she has taken it into ker 
read, that I'm: entirely at her disposal. 


AT Il. THE DRUMMER. 33 


Enter ABIGAIL, 


Ab, Madam, madam, yonder's Mr, Tinsel has as 
good as taken possession of your house. Marry, he 
savs, he must have Sir George's apartment enlarged; 
for, truly, says he, I hate to be straitened. Nay, he 
was so impudent as to shew me the chamber where 
he intends to consummate, as he calls it. 

L. Tru. Well, he's a wild fellow. 

Ab. Indeed, he's a very sad man, madam. 

L. Tru. He's young, bigail; *tis a thousand pities 
he should be lost; 1 Should be mighty glad to reform 
him. 

Ab. Re form him! marry, hang him! 

L. Tru. Has he not a great deal of life? 

Ab. Ay, enough to make your heart ake. 

L. Try. | dare say thou thinkst him a very agrees» 
able fellow, 

Ab. He thinks himself so, I'll answer for him. 

L. Tru. He's very good-natured. 

Ab. He ought to be so; for he's very silly. 

IT. Tru. Dost thou think he loves me? 

Ab. Mr. Fantome did, I'm sure. 

L. Tru. With what raptures he talk'd ! 

Ab, Yes; but 't was in praise of your juinture-houx., 

L. Tru. tie has kept bad company. 

Ab. They must be very bad indeed, if they were 
worse than himself. | 

L. Tru. I have a strong fancy a good woman might 
reform him. 
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Ab. It would be a fine experiment if it should not 
Succeed, Ro 

L. Tru, Well, Abigail, we'll talk of that another 
time. Herc comes the steward. 1 have no further 
occasion for you at present. Exit Ab. 


Enter VELLUM. 


Vel. Madam, is your ho-nour at leisure to look 
into the accounts of the last week? They rise very 
high. Housekceping is chargeable in a house that x 
haunted, 

L. Du. How comes that to pass? I hope the drum 
neither eats nor drinks. But read your account, 
Vellum. 

Hel. | Putting on and off his spedtaclis in this seene. ) A 
hogshead and a half of ale—It is not for the ghost's 
drinking; but your ho—nonr's servants say, they 
must have something to keep up their courage against 
this strange noise. They tell me, they expect a double 
quantity of malt in their small beer, so long as the 
house continues in this condition, 

IL. Tin. At this rate, they'll take care to be fright- 


ened all rhe year round, I'll answer for them. But 


go on. 
Vel. Item, Two sheep, and a- Where is the ox — 
Your ho—nour 


Oh, here I have him—and an ox 
must always have a piece of cold beef in the house, 
tor the emertainment of so many Strangers, who 
come from all parts to hear this drum. ſtem, Bread, 

ten peck loaves— They cannot eat beef without bread, 
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ſtr, Three barrels of table beer—They must have 
drink with their meat. 
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L. Tru. Sure no woman in England has a steward 

that makes such ingenious comments on his works! 
Aide. 

Fel. Item, To Mr. Tinsel's servants five bottles of 
part wine It was by your ho-—nour's order. Item, 
Three bottles of sack, for the use of Mrs. Abigail. 

L. Tru. I suppose that was by your own order. 

Vel. We have been long friends; we are your 
ho--nouw's ancient servants. Sack is an innocent 
cordial, and gives her spirit to chide the servants, 
when they are tardy in their busutss; he, he, hel 
Fardon me, for being jocular, 

f.. Tru. Well, lee yow'il come together at last. 

Fel. Item, A dozen pound of watch-lights, for the 
use of the servants. 

I. Tru, For the use of the setvants! What, are the 
rogues afraid of alen ping in the dark]! What an unfor- 
tunate woman am I! This is such a particular distress, 
t puts me to my wits end. Vellum, what would you 
advise me to do? 

Vet. Madam, your ho—nour has two points to con- 
wer. Imprixis, To retrench these extravagant ex- 
vences, which bring so many Strangers upon you—8e- 
dondly, To clear the house of this invisible drummer. 

I. z. This tcarned divizion leaves me just as wise 
25 I was, But how must we bring these two points to 
dear? | 
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IL. Tru. I do. But, pr'ythee, take pity on me, and 
be not tedious, 
Fiel. 1 will be concise. There is a certain person 
arrived this morning, an aged man,' of a venerable 
aspect, and of a long, hoary beard, that reacheth 
down to his girdle, The common people call him a 
wizard, a white-witch, a conjurer, a cunging man, 
a necromancer, a 

L. Tru. No matter for bis titles. But what of all 
this? | 

Fel. Give me the hearing, good my lady. He pre- 
tends to great skill in the occult sciences, and is come 
hither upon the rumour of this drum. If one may 
believe him, he knows the secret of laying ghosts, 
or of quieting houses that are haunted. 

L. Tru. Pho! these are idle stories, to amuse the 
country people: this can do us no good. 

Fel. It can do us no harm, my lady. 

L. Tru. I dare say, thou dost not believe there is 
any thing in it thyself. x 

Vel. I cannot say I do; there is no danger, how- 
ever, in the experiment. Let him try his skill; if it 
should succeed, we are rid of the drum; if it should 
not, we may tel! the world that it has, and by that 
means, at least, get out of this expensive way of 
living; so that it must turn to your advantage, one 
way or another. 

L. Tru. I think you argue very rightly. But where 
is the man? I would fain see him. He must be a 
euriosity. | 
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Vel. ] have already discoursed him, and he is to Le 
with me, in my office, half an hour hence. He asks 
nothing for his pains till he has done his work—No 
cure, no money. 

IL. Tru. That circumstance, I must conſess, would 
make one believe there is more in his art than one 
would imagine. Pray, Vellum, go and fetch him 
hither immediately, 

Hel. I am gone, He shall be forth-coming forth- 
wich. [ Exeunts 


Enter Butler, Coachman, and Gardener, 


But. Rare news, my lads! rare news! 

Gard. What's the matter ? Hast thou got any more 
yails for us? 

But. No, 'tis better than that. 

Coach. Is there another stranger come to the house? 

But, Ay, such a stranger, as will make all our lives 
easy. 

Card. What, is he a lord? 

But. A lord! No, nothing like it— He's a con 
jurer. 

Coach. A conjurer! What, is he come a wooing to 
my lady ? 

But. No, no, you fool, he's come a purpose to lay 
the spirit. | 

Coach, Ay, marry, that's good news indeed. But 
where is he? 

But, He is locked up with the steward in his office, 
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They are laying their heads together very close. 1 
ſancy they are casting a figure. 

Gard. Pr'ythee, John, what sort of a creature is a 
conjurer ? 

But. Why, he's made much as other men are, if 
it was not for his long grey beard, 

Coach. Look ye, Peter, it stands with reason that a 
conjurer should have a long grey beard; for, did ye 
ever know a witch that was not an old woman ? 

Gard Why, I remember a conjurer once at a fair, 
that, to my thinking, was a very smock- faced man, 
and yet he spewed out fifty yards of green ferret, I 
fancy, John, if ihov'dst get nim into the pantry, and 
give him a cup of ale, he'd shew us a few tricks. Dcst 
think we could not persuade him to swallow one of 
thy case-knives tor his diversion? He'll certainly 
bring it up again. 

But. Feter, thou art such a wiseacre Thou dost 
not know the difference between a conjurer and a jug- 
gler. This man must be a very great master of his 
trade. His beard is at least half a yard long; he's 


dressed in a strange dark cloak, as black as a coal, 


Your-conjurer always goes in mourning. 

Gard, Is he a gentleman > Had he a sword by 
his side? 

But. No, no, he's too grave a man for that; a 
conjurer is as grave as a judge. But he had a long 
white wand in his hand. 

Coach, You may be sure there's a good deal of vire 
tue in that wand—1 fancy tis made 0:1! of witch-e.m 
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Gard, I warrant you, if the ghost appears, he'll 
Whisk ye that wand before his eyes, and strike you 
the drum-stick out of his hand. 

But. No, the wand, look ye, is to make a circle, 
and it he once gets the ghost in a circle, then he has 
him ; let him get out again, if he can, A circle, you 
must Know, is a conjurer's trap, 

Coach, But what wilt he du with him, when he has 
him there ? ; 

But, Why, then he'll overpower him with his 
learning. 

Card. If he can once compass him, and get him in 
lob's-pound, he'il make nothing of him, but speak a 
tew hard words to him, and perhaps bind him over 
to his good behaviour for a thousand years. 

Coack, Ay, ay, he'll send him packing to his grave 
again, With a flea in his car, I warrant him. 

But. No, no, I would advise madam to spare no 
cost. If the conjurer be but well paid, he'll take 
pains upon the ghost, and lay him, louk ye, in the 
Red Sea and then he's laid for ever. 

Coack, Ay, marry, that would spoil his drum for 
him. 

Gard. Why, John, there must be a power of spirits 
in that Same Red Sea 
plenty as fish. | 

Coach. Well, I wish, after all, that he may not be 
too hard for the conjurer. I'm afraid hel! find a 
tough bit of work on't. 


1 warrant ye, they are as 
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Gard. I wish the spirit may not carry a corner of 
the house off w1th him. 

But. As tor that, Peter, you may be sure that the 
Steward has made his bargain with the cunning-man 
beforehand, that he shall stand to all costs and da- 
mages. But, hark! yonder's Mrs. Abigail; we 
Shall have her with us immediately, if we do not 
get off. 

Card. Ay, lads, if we could get Mrs. Abigail well 
laid too, we should lead merry lives. | 


For, to a man, like me, that's Stout and bold, 
A ghost is not so dreadful as @ scold. [Exeunt, 
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ACT Ill, SCENE I. 


Opens, and discovers Sir GEORGE in VELLUM's Office. 


Str George, 
I wonpes I don't hear of Vellum yet. But I know 
his wisdom will do nothing rashly. This fellow has 
been so used to form in business, that it has infected 
his whole conversation. But 1 must not find fault 
with that punctual and exact behaviour which has 


been of so much use to me; my estate is the better 
for it. 


Enter VELLUM. 


Well, Vellum, l'm impatient to hear your success. 
Fel. First, let me lock the door. 
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Sir Geo, Will your lady admit me? 

Fel. If this lock is not mended soon, it will be 
quite spoiled. 

Sir Geo, Pr'ythee, let the lock alone at present, 
and answer me, 

Vel. Dclays in business are dangerous—1 must send 
for the smith next week; and, in the mean time, wall 
take a minute ot it. 

Sir Geo. But what says your lady? 

Vel. This pen is naught, and wants mending—My 
lady, did you say? 

Sir Geo. Docs she admit me ? 

Vel. 1 have gained admission for you as a conjurer, 

Sir Geo. That's enoughᷣ—I'll gain admission for 
myself as a husband. Does she believe there's any 
thing in my art? 

Vel. It is hard to know what a woman believes, 

Sir Geo. Did she ask no questions about me ? 

Vel. Sundry She desires to talk with you her- 
self, before you enter upon your business. 

Sir Geo. But when ? 

Vel. Immediately this instant. 

Sir Geo. Pugh 1 what hast thou been doing all this 
while? Why didst not tel] me so? Give me my cloak 
—Have you yet met with Abigail? 

Vel. I have not yet had an opportunity of talking 
with her; but we have interchanged some languishe 
ing glances. | 

Sir Geo. Let thee alone for that, Vellum. I hase 
formerly seen thee ogle her through thy spectacles. 
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Well, this is a most venerable cloak. Aſter the busj- 
ness of this day is over, I'll make thee a present of it. 
»Twill become thee mightily, 

Hel. He, he, he! Would you make a conjurer of 
your Steward ? | 

Str Geo, Pi*yth-e, don't be jocular; I'm in haste. 
Help me on with my beard. | 

Vel. And what will your ho—nour do with your 
cast beard ? 

Sir Geo, Why, faith, thy gravity wants only such a 
beard to it. It thou would'st wear it with the cloak, 
thou would'st make a most complete heathen phito« 
Sopher. But where's my wand ? 4 

Vel. A fine taper stick—lIt is well chosen. I will 
keep this till you are sheriff of the county. It is not 
my custom to let any thing be lost. 

Sir Geo. Come, Vellum, lead the way, You must 
introduce me to your lady. Thou art the fittest fel- 
low in the world to be master of the ceremonies to a 


conjurer. [ Exeunt. 


Enter ABIGAIL, crossing the Stage, TINSEL following, 
Tin. Nabby, Nabby, whither so fast, child? 

Ab. Keep your hands to yourself. I'm going to 
call the steward to my lady. - 

Tin. What, Goodman Twofold ? I met him walk- 
ing with a strange old fellow yonder. I suppose he 
belongs to the family too, He looks very antique, 
He must be some of the furniture of this old mansion- 


I Jucc. 
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Ab. What does the man mean? Don't think to 
palm nie, as you do my lady. 

Tin. Pr'ythee, Nabby, tell me one thing— What's 
the reason thou art my enemy ? 

Ab. Marry, because I'm a friend to my lady. 

Tin. Dost thou see any thing about me thou dost 
not like? — Come hither, hussy —Give me a kiss. 
Don't be ill- natured. 

Ab. Sir, I know how to be civil. ¶ Kisses her.] This 
rogue will carry oft my lady, if I don't take care. | 

[ Aside, 

Tin. Thy lips are as Soft as velvet, Abigail. I must 


get thee a husband. 
Ab. Ay, now you don't speak idly,—l can talk to 


you. 

Tin. I have one in my eye for thee, Dost thou love 
a voung lusty son of a whore ? 

Ab. Lud, how you taik | 

Tin. This is a thundering dog, 

Ab, What 15 he? 

Tin. A private gentleman, 

Ab. Ay !- Where does he live? 

Tin. In the Horse-Guards.— But he has one fault 
I muist tell thee of; if thou canst bear with that, he's 
a man for thy purpose. 
Ab. Pray, Mr. Tinsel, what may that be? 1 

Tin. He's but five-and-twenty years old, 


Ab. Tis no matter for his age, it he has been well 


educated. 
Tin. No man better, child ;—he'll tie a wig, toss 2 
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die, make a pass, and swear with such a grace, as 
would make thy heart leap to hear him. 

Ab. Half these accomplishments will do, provided 
he has an estate. — Pray, what has he? 

Tin. Not a farthing. 

Ab. Pox on him! what do I give him the hearing 
for ? | Aside, 
Lin. But as for that, I would make it up to him. 

A443, How? | 

Tin, Why, look ye, child, as soon as I have mar- 
ried thy lady, 1 design to discard this old prig of a 
te ward, and to put this honest 1 I am speak- 
ing of into his place, 

Ab. | Aside.] This fellow's a fool I'll have no 
Hark! my lady's a coming. 


more to say to him. 
in. Depend upon it, Nab, Ill remember my pro- 
mise. 
AG. Ay, and so will I too, to your cost. [ Aside. 
[ Exit Ab. 
Tin, My dear is RILEY fitted up with a maid—But 
{ Shall rid the house ot her. 


Enter Lady TRUMAN. 


J. Tru. Oh, Mr. Tinsel, I am glad to meet you 
here. I am going to give you an entertainment that 
won't be disagreeable to a man of wit and pleasure of 
the town, There may be something diverting in a 
conversation between a conjurer, and this conceited ass, 

Tin. She loves me to distraction, I see that. | 4sde. 
—Pr'ythec, widow, explain thyselt, 
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I. Tru. Vou must know, here is a strange sort of 
a man come to town, ho undertakes to free the 
house from this disturbance. The Steward believes 
him a conjurer. 

Tin. Ay, thy eward is a deep one. 

L. Tru. He's to be here immediately. It is indeed 
an odd hgure of a man, 

Tin. Oh, I warrant yon, he has studied the black 
art! Ha, ha, ha! Is he not an Oxford scholar i —— 
Widow, thy house is the most extraordinarily inha- 
bited of any widow's this day in Christendom. | think 
thy four chief domestics are, a withered Abigail, a 
superanuated Steward, a ghost, and a conjurer. 

IL. Tru. | Mimicking Tins:l.} And you would have 
it inhabited by a fifth, who is a more extraurdinary 
person than any vt all these four. 

Tin. Tis a sure Sign a woman loves you, when she 
imitates your manner. { Ane.  Thou'rt very smart, 
my dear. But see, smoke the doctor. 


Enter VELLUM and Str GEORGE, in his Conjurer”s 
Habit. 

Fel. 1 will introduce this profound person to your 
lad: ship, and then leave him with you Sir, this is 
her ho—nour, | 

Sir Geo. | know 1t well, [Exit Vel. 
[ Astde, walking in a musing porture.] That dear woman | 
the sight of her uninuns me. I could weep fur ten- 
derucss, did not I, at the same time, feel an indigna- 
tion rise in me to see that wretch with her. And 
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yet, I cannot but smile to see her in the company of 
her first and second husband at the same time. 

L. Tru, Mr. Tinsel, do you speak to him; you are 
used to the company of men of learning. 

Tin, Old gentleman, thou dost not look like an in- 
habitant of this world; I suppose thou art lately come 
down from the stars. Pray, what news is stirring 
in the Zodiac? a 

Sir Gro, News that ought to make the heart of a 
coward tremble. Mars is now entering into the first 
house, and will shortly appear in all his domal dig- 
niuies | 

Tin. Mais |1—Pr'ythee, father Grey-beard, explain 
thyself. 

Sir Geo. The entrance of Mars into his house, por- 
tends the entrance of a master into this family—and 
that soon. | | 

Tin. D'ye hear that, widow ? The stars have cut 
me out fur thy husband. This house is to have a 
master, and that $00n.—Hark thee, old Gadburv? Is 
not Mars very like a young fellow called Tom Tinsel? | 

Sir Geo, Not so much as Venus is like this lady. | 

Tin. A word in your ear, doctor; these two planets 
will be in conjunction by and bye; I can tell you 
that. 

Sir Geo. Aide, walking disturled.] Curse on this 
impertinent fop! I shall scarce forbear discovering 
myself. Madam, I am told that your house is vi- 
Sited with strange noises. 

L. Zu. And Jam told that you can quiet them. I 
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must confess I had a curiosity to see the person I had 
heard so much of; and indeed your aspect shews thut 
you have had much experience in the world. Vou 
must be a very aged man. 

Sir Geo, My aspect deceives you: what do you 


think is my real age? 


Tin. I should guess thee within three years of Me- 


thusalah. Pr'ythee, tell me, wast not thou born be- 
fore the flood ? 


L. Tra. Truly, I should guess you to be in your 
second or third century, “ I warrant you, you have 
% great grandchildren with beards a foot long.“ 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! If there be truth in man, 1 
was but five and thirty last August. Oh, the study 
of the occult sciences makes a man's beard grow 
faster than you would imagine. 

I. Tru. What an escape you have had, Mr, Tinsel, 
that you were not bred a scholar. | 

Tin. And so I fancy, doctor, thou thinkest me an 
illiterate fellow, because I have a smooth chin? 

Sir Geo. Hark ye, sir, a word in your ear. You 
are a coxcomb, by all the rules of physiognomy : but 
let that be a secret between you and me. 

[Aide to Tinsel. 

I. Tru. Pray, Mr. Tinsel, what is it the doctor 
whispers ? 

Tin. Only a compliment, child, upon two or three 
of my features, It dues not become me to repeat it. 

J. Tru. Pray, doctor, examine this gentleman's 
face, and tell me his fortune. 
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Sir Geo, If I may believe the lines of his face, he 
likes it better than I do, or—than you do, fair lady. 

Tin, Widow, 1 hope now thou'rt convinced he's a 
cheat. | 

IL. Tru. For my part, I believe he's a witcth——Go 
on, doctor. | 

Str Geo, He will be crossed in love; and that soon. 

Tin. Pr'ythee, doctor, tell us the truth. Dost not 
thou live in Moorfields? 

Str Geo. Take my word for it, thou shalt never 
live in my Lady Truman's mansion-house. 

Tin. Pray, old gentleman, hast thou never been 
placked by the beard when thou wert saucy ? 

L. Tru. Nay, Mr. Tinsel, you are angry: do yon 
think 1 would marry a man that dares not have 
his fortune told ? 

Sir Geo, Let him be angry l matter not—— 
Re is but short- lived. He will soon die of—— 

Tin. Come, come, speak out, old Hocus, he, he, 
hel This fellow makes me burst with laughing. 

Forces a laugh, | 

Sir Geo. He will soon die of a fright—or of the 
let me see your nose Ay——'tis so! 

Tin. You son of a whore! 4'!] run ye through the 
body. I never yet made the sun shine through a 
conjurer. 

IL. Tru. Oh, fie, Mr, Tinsel! you will not kill 
an old man? 

Tin. An old man! The dog says he's but five - and. 
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I. Tru. Oh, fie; Mr. Tinsel, I did not think you 
could have been so passionate, I hate a passionate 
man. Put up your sword, or I must never zee you 
again. 

Tin. Ha, ha, ha! I was but in jest, my dear. I 
had a mind to have made an experiment upon the 
doQor's body. I would but have drilled a little eye- 
let hole in it, and have seen whether he had art 
enough to close it up again. 

Sir Geo, Courage is but ill shown before u lady. 
But know, if ever I meet thee again, thou shalt find 
this arm can wield other weapons besides this wand, 

Tin. Ha, ha, hal 

L. Tru. Well, learned sir, you are to give a proof 
of your art, nct of your courage. Or if you will 
shew your courage, let it be at nine o'clock—— for 
that is the time the noise is generally heard. 

Tin, And look ye, old gentleman, if thou dost not 
do thy business well, I can tell thee by the little skill 
I have, that thou wilt be tossed in a blanket before 
ten, We'll do our endeavour to send thee back to 
the stars again. 

Sir Geo. I'll go and prepare myself for the cere- 
monies—— And, lady, as you expect they should suc- 
ceed to your wishes, treat that fellow with the con- 
tempt he deserves. Exit Sir George. 

Tin. The sauciest dog I ever talked with in my 
whole life! 

L. Tru. Methinks he's a diverting fellow; one 
may see he's no fool, 
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Tin. No fool! Ay, but thou dost not take him for 
2a conjurer. 

J. Try Truly, I don't know what to take him for; 
Jam reSolved to employ him however. When a 
sickness is desperate, we often try remedies that we 
have no great faith in, 


Enter ABIGAIL, 


Ab. Madam, the tea is ready in the parlour as you 
ordered. | 

J. Tru Come, Mr, Tinsel, we may there talk of 
the subject more at leisure. | Exeunt L.. Tru. and Tins 

Ab. Sure never any lady had such servants as mine 
has! Well, it 1 get this thousand pounds, I hope to 
have some of my own. Let me see, I'll have a pretty 
tight girl—-—just such as I was ten years ago (Pm 
afraid may say twenty) she shall dress me and flat- 
ter me for Iwill be flattered, that's pos! My lady's 
cast suits will serve her after I have given them the 
wearing. Besides, when I am worth a thousand 
pounds, I shall certainly carry off the steuard - Ma- 
dam Vellum—hou prettily that will sound! Here, 
ring out Madam Vellum's chaise—Nay, I do not 
know but it may be a chariot—lIt will break the at- 
for I shall take place of every 


torney's wife's heart 


body in the parigh but my lady. If I have a son, he 
shall be called Fantome. But see, Mr. Vellum, as 
i could wish. I know his humour, and will do my 
utmost to gain his heart, 
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Enter VELLUM, with a Pint of Sack, 


Hel. Mrs. Abigail, don't I break in upon vou un- 
Seasonably ? 

Ab. Oh, no, Mr, Veilum, your visits are always 
5easonable, 

Fel. 1 have brought with me a taste of fresh ca- 
nary, Which | think is delicious. 

Ab. Pray set it down 


I have a dram-glass just 


by [ Brings in a rummer.] l'li pledge you; my: 


lady's good health. 

Vel. And your own with it—sweet Mrs. Abigail. 

Ab. Pray, good Mr. Vellum, buy me a little par- 
cel of this sack, and put it under the article of tea— 
I would not have my name appear to it, 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail, your name seldoim appears in 
my bills 
expression—you have been always in my books, Mrs, 
Abigail. Ha, ha, hal 

Av. Ha, ha, hal Mr. Vellum, you are such a dry 
jesting man | 

Va, Why, truly, Mrs. Abigail, I have been look- 
ing over my papers—and I find you have been along 
time my dcbtor, 

Ab. Your debtor | For what, Mr. Veilum ? 

Vel, For my heart, Mrs. Abigail And our ac- 
counts will not be balanced between us till I have 
yours in exchange for it. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ab. Ha, ha, ha! You are the most gallant dun, 
Mr. Vellum. 


and yet—it you will allow me a merry 
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el. But I am not used to be paid by words only, 

Mrs. Abigail; when will you be out of my debt ? 
Ab. Oh, Mr. Vellum, you make one blush—— My 
humble service to you. 

Vel. I must answer you, Mrs. Abigail, in the 
country phrase.—Your love is sufficient. Ha, ha, hal 

Ab, Ha, ha, hal Well, 1 must own 1 love a 
merry man! 

Vel. Let me see, how long is it, Mrs. Abigail, 
since I first broke my mind to you=———< It was, I 
a think, undecimo Gulielmi We have conversed 
together these fifteen years and yet, Mrs. Abigail, 
I must drink to our better acquaintance, He, he, he! 
Mrs. Abigail, you know I am naturally jocose. 

Ab. Ah! you men love to make sport with us silly 
creatures. 

Fel. Mrs. Abigail, I have a trifle about me, which 
J would willingly make you a present of. It is indeed 
but a little toy, 

Ab. You are always exceedingly obliving, 

Hel. It is but a little toy—scarce worth your ac- 
ceptance. 

Ab. Pray don't keep me in suspence; what is it, 
Mr. Vellum? 

Vel. A silver thimble. 

Ab. always said Mr, Vellum was a generous lover. 

Vel. But I must put it on myself, Mrs. Abigal— 
You have the prettiest tip ot a finger——1 must take 
the freedom to salute it. 

« 46, Oh, fie! you make me ashamed, Mr. Vel- 
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«lzm; how can you do so? I protest J am in such a 
© confusion [4 feigned struggle.“ 

Fel. This finger is not the finger of idleness; it 
« bears the honourable scars of the needle” E. 
why are you so cruel as not to pare your nails? 

Ab. Oh, 1 vow you press it 50 hard! pray give me 
my finger again. 

Vel. This middle finger, Mrs, Abigail, has a 
pretty neighbour—A wedding ring would become it 
mightily He, he, hel | 

Ab. Vou're so full of your jokes. Ay, but where 
niust I find one for it? | 

Hel. I design this thimble only as the forerunner 
of it, they will set off each other, and are indeed a 
twofold emblem. The first will put you in mind of 
being a good housewife, and the other of being a good 
wife. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Ab. Yes, yes, I see you laugh at me, 

Fel. Indeed-I am serious. 

Ab. 1 thought you had quite forsaxen me—T am 
Sure you cannot forget the many repeated vows and 
promises you formerly made me. 

Vel. I should as soon forget the multiplication 
table. | 

Ab, J have always taken vour part before my lady. 

Vel. You have so, ard I have itemed it in my me- 
mory. | 

Ab. For I have always looked upon your interest 
2s My own, 
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Fil. It is nothing but your cruelty can hinder them 


from being 80. 


Ab, I must strike while the iron's hot. [Aside.— 
Well, Mr. Vellum, there is no refusjng you, you 
have such a bewitching tongue! 

Vel. How ? Speak that again! 

= Why then, in plain English, I love you, 

17. I am overjoy'd! 

Av. J must own my passion for you. 

Vel. I'm transported! | Catching her in his arms, 

Ab. Dear, charming man! 

Pe, Thou sum total of all my happiness! I shall 
grow extravagant! 1 cann't forbear!—to drink thy 
virtuous inclinations in a bumper of sack. Your 
lady must make haste, my duck, or we shall provide 
a young steward to the estate, before she has an heir 
to it.—Pr'ythee, my dear, does she intend to marry 
Mr. Tinsel? | 

Ab. Marry him, my love! No, no; we must take 
care of that!] there would be no staying in the house 
for us if she did. That young rake-hel] would 
send all the old servants a grazing. You and I should 
be discarded before the honey-moon was at an end. 

Fe. Priythee, sweet one, does not this drum put 
the thoughts of marriage out of her head ? 

Ab. This drum, my dear, if it be well managed, 
will be no less than a thousand pounds in our way. 

Vel. Ay, say'st thou so, my turtle ? 

Al. Since we are now as good as man and wife 
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I mean, almost as good as man and uife — I ovght 
to conceal nothing trom you, 

Vel. Certainly, my dove, not from thy yoke-fellow, 
thy help-mate, thy own flesh and blood! 

Ab. Hush I hear Mr. Tinsel's laugh; my lady 
and he are a coming this way; if you will take a turn 
without, I'll tell you the whole contrivance. 

Vel. Give me your hand, chicken. 

Ab. Here, take it, you have my heart already. 

Vel. We shall have much issue. [ Exeunt, 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


3 — - 


Enter VELLUM and BUTLER, 


V-llum. 
I oOHvN, I have certain orders to give you—and there. 
fore be attentive. 
But, Attentive! Ay, let me alone for that—I sup- 
pose he means being sober. [ Aide, 
Vel. You know I have always recommended to you 
a method in your business; 1 would have your knives 


and forks, your spoons and napkins, your plate and 
glasses laid in a method. 


But. Ay, Master Vellum! you are such a sweet- 
Spoken man, it does one's heart good to receive your 
orders. 

Vel. Method, John, makes business easy; it ba- 
niches all perplexity and confusion out of families, 
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But. How he talks! I-conld hear him all day. 

Vel, And now, John, let me know whether your 
table-linen, your side-board, your cellar, and every 
thing else within your province, are properly and me- 
thodically disposed for an entertainment this evening. 

But. Master Vellum, they shall be ready at a quare 
ter of an hour's warning, But pray, sir, is this enter- 
tainment to be made for the conjurer? 

Vel. It is, John, for the conjurer, and yet it is not 
for the conjurer. 

But. Why, look you, Master Vellum, if it is for the 
conjurer, the cook-maid Should have orders to get 
him some dishes to his palate. Perhaps he may like 
a little brimstone in his sauce, | 

Vel. This conjurer, John, is a complicated creature, 
an amphibious animal, a person of a twotold nature— 
But he cats and drinks like other men. 

But. Marry, Master Vellum, he should eat and drink 
as much as two other men, by the account you give of 


him. 
Vel. Thy conceit is not amiss, he is indeed a double 


man; ha, ha, ha! 

But. Hal I understand you ; he's one of your her- 
maphrodites, as they call them. 

Vil. He 1s married, and he 1s not married He 
hath a beard, and he hath no beard, He is old, and 
he is young. 

But. How charmingly he talks! I fancy, Master 
Vellum, you could make a riddle. The same man 
old and young! How do you make that out, Master 
Velium ? 
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Vel. Thou hast heard of a snake casting his sin, 
and recovering his youth, Such is this sage person. 

But. Nay, 'tis no wonder a conjurer should be like 
a Serpent, | 

Fel. When he has thrown aside the old corjurer's 
Slough that hangs about him, he'll come out as fine a 
young gentle man as ever was seen in this house. 

But. Does he intend to zup in his Slough? 

Vel. That time will shew. 

But. Well, 1 have not a head for these things. In- 
deed, Mr. Vellum, I have not understood one word 
you have said this half hour. 

Fel. I did not intend thou shouldst—— But to our 
business——Let there be a table spread in the great 
hall. Let your pots and glasses be washed, and in a 
readiness. Bid the cook provide a plentiful supper, 
and see that all the servants are in their best liverics. 

But. Ay, now | understand every word you say. 
But I would rather hear you talk a little in that Vother 
way. 

Fel. J shall explain to thee what I have said by and 
by—Bid Susan lay two pillows upon your lady's bed. 

Fut. Twopillows! Madam won't sleep upon them 
both]! She is not a double woman too? 

Vel. She will sleep upon neither. But hark, Mrs. 
Abigail, I think I hear her chiding the cook-maid. 
But. Then Ill away, or it will be my turn next: 
She, I am sure, speaks plain English, one may easily 
understand every word she says. Exit Butler. 

Vel. Servants are good for nothing, unless they have 
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an opinion of the person's understanding who has the 
direction of them, —But see, Mrs. Abigail! she has 
a bewitching countenance; I wish I may not be 
tempted to marry her in good earnest, 


Enter ABIGAIL. 


Ab. Ha! Mr. Vellum. 

Vel. What brings my sweet one hither ? 

Ab, I am coming to speak to my friend behind the 
wainscot. It is fit, child, he should have an account 
of this conjurer, that he may not be surprised. 

Vel. That would be as much as thy thousand 
pounds is worth, 

Ab. I'll speak low—— Walls have ears. 

Pointing at the wainscot, 

Vel. But hark you, duckling! be sure you do not 
tell him that I am let into the secret. 


Ab. That's a good one indeed | as if I should ever 


tel] what passes between you and me, 

Fel. No, no, my child, that must not be | ** he, 
he! that must not be; he, he, he! 

' Ab. You will always be waggish. 

Vel. Adieu, and let me hear the result of your con- 
ference. | 

Ab. How can you leave one so soon? I shall think 
it an age till I see you again. 

Vel. Adieu, my pretty one. 

Ab. Adien, sweet Mr. Vellum. 

Vel. My pretty one 

Ab, Dear Mr. Vellum. 


{ As he is going off. 


144 


e 


Ns. 


Ad IV, THE DRUMMERs 59 


Vel. My pretty one. [ Exit, 

Ab. IJ have him-—If I can but get this thousand 
pounds. 
[ Fant, gives three raps upon his drum behind the wainscot. 

Ab. Hal Three raps upon the drum! the signal 
Mr. Fantome and I agreed upon, when he had a mind 
to speak with me, [ Fantome raps again. 
Very well, I hear you: come, fox, come out of your 
hole, 


SCENE II. 


— 


Opens, and FANTOME comes ont. 

Ab. You may leave your drum in the wardrobe, 
till you have occasion for it. 

Fan. Well, Mrs. Abigail, J want to hear what's 
doing 11 the world. 

Ab. You are a very inquisitive spirit. But I must 
tell you, if you do not take care of yourself, you will 
be laid this evening. 

Fan. I have overheard something of that matter. 
But let me alone for the doctor engage to give a 
good account of him. I am more in pain about Tin- 
sel. When a lady's in the case, Pm more afraid of 
one fop than twenty conjurers. 

Ab. To tell you truly, he presses his attacks with 
so much inipudence, that he has made more pro- 
gress With my lady in two days, than you did in two 
WiONUIS, 
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Fan. I shall attack her in another manner, if thou 
canst but procure me another interview. There's no— 
thing makes a lover so keen, as being kept up in the 
dark. 

Ab. Pray, no more of your distant bows, your 
respectful compliments — — Really, Mr. Fantome, 
you're only fit to make love across a tea-table, 

Fan. My dear girl, I cann't forbear hugging thee 
for thy good advice. 

1b. Ay, now I have some hopes of you; but why 
don't you do so to my lady ? 

Fan, Child, I always thought your lady loved to 
be treated with respect. 

Ab. Believe me, Mr. Fantome, there is not so great 
a difference between woman and woman, as you ima» 
zine. You see Tinsel has nothing but his sauciness 
to recommend him. 

Fan, Tinsel is too great a coxcomb to be capable of 
love - And let me tell thee, Abigail, a man, who is 
sincere in his passion, makes but à very aukward pro- 
ſes sion of it—— But Il mend my manners. 

Ab. Ay, or you'll never gain a widow Come, I 
must tutor you a little; suppose me to be my lady, 
and let me sce how you'll behave yourself. 

Fan, I'm afraid, child, we ha'n't time for such a 
picce of mummery, 

ab. Oh, it will be quickly over, if you play youz 
part well. 

Fan. Why then, dear Mrs, A0 -I mean, my Lady 
Truman, 
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Ab. Ay, but you ha'n't saluted me. 

Fan. That's right; faith, I forgot that circumstance, 
[Atses her.) Nectar and Ambrosia! 

Ab. That's very well 

Fan. How long must I be condemned to languish ! 
when shall my sufferings have an end! My lite, my 
happiness, my all is wound up in you 

Ab. Weil! why don't you squeeze my hand. 

Jan. What, thus? 

Ab. Thus. Ay—now throw your arm about my 
niiddle: hug me closer. 


You are not atiaid of 
hurting me! Now pour forth a volley of rapture and 
nons2nse till you arc out of breath. 

Fan. Transport and ecstacy! where am I !—my 
life, my bliss! rage, I burn, I bleed, 1 die! 

Ah. Go on, go on. 


Fan. Flames and darts 
Shade, rocks, and grottos 
piriing streams. 


Bear me to the gloomy 
Flowers, Zephyrs, and 


40. Oh, Mr. Fantome, you have a tongue would 
undo a vestall You were burn tor the ruin ot our sex. 

Fan. This will do then, Abigail? 

Ab. Au, this is talking like a lover; though I only re- 
present my lady, | take pleasure in hearing you, Well, 
& my conscience, when a man of sense has a little dash 
of the coxcomb in him, no woraan can resist him. Go. 
on at this rate, and the thousand pounds is as good as 
in my pocket. 

Fan. I shall think it an age till I have an oppor- 
tunity of putting this lesson in practice. 
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Ab. You may do it soon, if you make good use of 
your time. Mr. Tinsel will be here with my lady at 
eight, and at nine the conjurer is to take you in hand. 

Fan, Let me alone with both of them. 

Ab. Well! forewarn'd, fore-arm*'d. Get into your 
box, and I'll endeavour to dispose every thing in your 
favour. [ Fantome goes in. Exit Abigail. 


Enter VELLUM-. 


Vel. Mrs. Abigail is withdrawn I was in hopes 
to have heard what passed between her and her in- 
visible correspondent. 


Enter TINS EL. 


Tin. Vellum! Vellum! 

Vel. [ Aside.] Vellum! We are, methinks, very fa- 
miliar! I am not used to be called so by any but their 
no—nours What would you, Mr. Tinsel ? 

Tin. Let me beg a favour of thee, old gentleman. 

Vel. What is that, good sir? 

Tin. Pr'ythee run and fetch me the rent- roll of thy 
lady's estate. 
el. The rent-roll ! 

Tin, The rent- roll! Ay, the rent- roll! Dost not 
understand what that means ? 

Vel. Why, have you thoughts of purchasing of it? 

Tin. Thou hast hit it, old boy; that is my very in- 
tention. 

Fel, The purchase will be considerable. 

Tin. And for that reason I have bid thy lady very 
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high She is to have no less for it than this entire 


person of mine. 

Hel. Is your whole estate personal, Mr. Tinsel 
he, he he 

Tin. Why, you queer old dog, you don't pretend 
to jest, d've ? Look ye, Vellum, if you think of being 
continued my Steward, you must learn to walk with 


your tocs out. 

Vel. [Aside.] An insolent companion! 

Ten. Thou'rt confounded rich, 1 see, by that dang- 
ling of thy arms, 

Nel. ¶ Aude.] An uneracious bird! 

Tin. Lhou shalt lend me a couple of thousand 
pounds. 

Fel. | Aside.] A very profligate, 

Tin. Look ye, Vellum, I intend to be kind to you 
1 borrow some money of you, 

Vel. J cannot but smile to consider the disappoint— 
ment this young tello will meet with; 1 will make 
myself merry with him. [Aide] And so, Mr. Tinsel, 
you promise you will be a very kind master to me. 

[ Stifling a laugh, 

Tin, What will you give for a life in the house you 
live in? 

Vel. What do you think of five hundred pounds? 
Ha, h, ha ! 

Tin. That's too little, 

Jed. And yet it is more than Ishall give you—And 
I will offer you two reasc ns tor it, 

{in. Pr'ythee, what are they? 
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Vel. First, because the tenement is not in your dis- 
posal ; and, Secondly, because it never will be in your 
disposal, and so fare thee well, good Mr. Tinsel. Ha, 


ha, hal You will pardon me for being jocular. 


[ E::2t Vellum, 
Tin. This rogue is as Saucy as the conjurer: Ill Le 
hanged if they are not a- Kin. 


Enter Lady TRUMAN«. 


L. Tru. Mr. Tinsel! what, all alone? You free- 
thinkers are great admirers of solitude. 

Tin. No, faith, I have been talking with thy stew- 
ard; a very grotesque figure of a fellow, “the very 
„ pi-ture of one of our benchers.” How can you bear 


his conversation: 


I. Tru. 1 keep him for: my steward, and not my 
companion. He's a sober man. 

Tin. Ves, yes, he looks like a put, a queer old dog, 
as ever I saw in my life: we must turn him off, wi- 
dow. He cheats thee confoundedly, I see that. 

L. Tru. Indeed you're mistaken ; he has always had 
the reputation of being a very honest man. 

Tin. What! 1 suppose he goes to church. 

J. Tru. Goes to church! so do you too, I hope. 

Tin. 1 would for once, widow, to make sure of you. 

J. Tru. Ah, Mr, Tinsel! a husband who would 
not continue to go thither, would quickly forget the 
promises he made there. 

Tia. Vaith, very innocent, and very ridiculousl 
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Well then, I warrant thee, widow, thou wouldst not 
for the world marry a sabbath-breaker! 

L. Tru, Truly they generally come to a bad end, 
I remember the coijuer told you, you were short- 
liv'd. 

Tin. The conjurer! Ha, ha, ha! 

L. Tru. Indeed, you're very witty ! 

© Tin, Indeed you're very handsome.“ 

[ Ats525 her hand, 

« [, Tru. I wish the fool does not love me.“ A454, 

Tin. Thou art the idol I adore; here must I pay 
my devotion——Pr'ythee, widow, hast thou any tim— 
ber upon thy estate ? 

L. Tru. The most impudent fellow | ever met with, 

| Astdes 

Tin. I take notice thou hast a great deal of old plate 
here in the house, widow, 

L. Tru. Mr. Tinsel, you are a very observing man. 

Ten. Thy large silver cistern would make a very 
good coach: and half a dozen salvers that I saw on 
the sideboard, might be turned into six as pretty 
horses as any that appear in the ring. 

J. Tru. You have a very good fancy, Mr. Tinsel. 
— What pretty transformations you could make in my 
house. 2ut I'll see where 'twill end. Aide. 

Tin. Then, I observe, child, you have two or three 
Services of gilt plate ; we'd cat always in china, my 
dear. 

L. Tru. I perceiye you are an excellent manager 
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How quickly you have taken an inventory of my 
goods! 

Din. Now, hark ye, widow, to shew you the love 
that I have for you 

I. Tru. Very well; let me hear. 

Tin, You have an old-fashioned gold caudle cup, 
with a figure of a saint upon the lid owt. 

J. Tru. I have :—what then ? 

Tins Why, look ye, I'd sell the caudle- eup with the 
old saint, for as much money as they'd fetch, which 1 
would convert into a diamond buckle, and make you 
a present of it. 

IL. Tru. Oh, you are generous to an extravagance. 
But, pray, Mr. Tinsel, don't dispose of my goods be- 
fore you are sure of my person. I find you have 
taken a great affection to my moveables. 


Tin, My dear, I love every thing that belongs to 
you. 


L. Tru. Isee you do, sir; you need not make any 
protestations upon that subject. 

Tin. Pho, pho, my dear, we are growing serious; 
and let me tell you, that's the very next step to being 
dull. “ Come, that pretty face was never made to 
« look grave with,” : 

I. Tru. Believe me, sir, whatever you think, mar- 
riage is a serious subject. 

Tin. For that very reason, my dear, let us run over 
it as fast as we can. 


. Tru, 1 should be very much in haste for a 
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ce husband, if I married within fourteen months after 
« Sir George's decease. | 

% Tin. Pray, my dear, let me ask you a question: 
« dost not thou think that S'r George is as dead at 
„present, to all intents and purposes, as he will be a 
« twelve-month hence? | 
«& [. Tru. Yes; but decency, Mr. Tinsel 
4% Tin. Or dost thou think thou'lt be more a widow 
then, than thou art now ? 

. Tru. The world would say, I never loved my 
first husband. 

4% Tin. Ah, my dear, they would say you loved 
your second; and they would own I deserved it, for 
shall love thee most inordinately., 

& [. Tru But what would people think? 

% Da. Think! why, they would think thee the 
& mirror of widowhoud That a woman should 
&© ive fourteen whole months, after the decease of 
* her Spuu3e, without having engaged herself. Why, 
* about town, we Know many a woman of quality's 
„ zccout husband several years before the death of 
the first. 

J. Tru, Ay, I know you wits have your com- 
mon- place zests upon us poor widows,” 

Tin, I'|t tell you a story, widow : —I know a certain 
lady, who, considering the craziness of. her husband, 
had, in case of mortality, engaged herself to two 
young fellows of my acquaintance. They grew such 
desperate rivals for her, while her husband das alive, 
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that one of them pinked the other in a duel. But the 
good lady was no sooner a widow, but what did my 
dowager do? Why, faith, being a woman of honour, 
she married a third, to whom, it seems, she had given 
her first promise. 

L. Tru. And this is a true story upon your own 
knowledge ? 

Tin. Every tittle, as I hope to be married, or never 
believe Tom Tinsel. 


L. Tru. Pray, Mr. Tinsel, do you call this talking 


like a wit, or like a rake ? 

Juin. Innocent enough! fle, he, he! Why, 
c where's the diiterence, my dear. 

« Þ,, Tru. Yes, Mr. Tinsel, the only man I ever 
cc loved in my life, had a great deal of the,one, and 
ce nothing of the other in him.” 

Tin. Nay, now you grow vapourish; thou'lt begin 
to fancy thou hearest the drum by and bye. 

L. Tu. If you had been here last night about this 
time, you would not have been so merry. 

Tin. About this time, say'st thou! Come, faith, 
for humour's sake, we'll sit down and listen. 

I. Tru, I will, it you'll promisę to be serious. 

Tin. Serious] never fear me, child; ha, ha, hal 
Dost not hear him ? 

J. Tru. You break your word already. “ Pray, 
F& Mr. Tinsel, do you laugh to shew your wit, or 
« your teeth? 

in. Why, both, my dear,—-!'m glad, however, 
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te that she has taken notice of my teeth. Aide. But 
« you look serious, child; I fancy thou hearezt the 
„% rum dost not? 

L, Tru. Don't talk so rashly!?“ 

Tin. Why, my dear, you could not look more 
frighted if you had Luciter's drum-major in your 
house. 

4“. Tru. Mr. Tinsel, I must desire to see you no 
« more in it, if you do not leave this idle way of 
4 talking. 

« Tin. Child, I thought J had told you what is my 
4% opinion of spirits, as we were drinking a dish of 
e tea but just now There 1s no such thing, I give 


« thee my word. 

4 L. Tru. Oh, Mr. Tinsel, your authority must be 
« of great weiglit to those that know you. 

« Tin, For my part, child, I have made myself easy 
ein thoze points. 

« F,. Tru. Sure ncthing was ever like this fellow's 
« yanity, but his ignorance. LA, ide. 

« 7.” 1'ii tell thee what, now, widoww—l would 
engage, by the help of a white Sheet, and a penny- 
worth ot link, in a dark night, to frighten you a 
whole country village out of their senses, and the 
vicar into the bargain, [Drum hrats.] Hark | hark! 
what noise is that? Heaven detead us this is more 
than fancy. 

Z. Tru. It beats more terrible than ever. 

Tin, Tis very dreadtul! What a dog have I been, 
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to speak against my conscience only to shew my 
parts? 

L. Tru. It comes nearer and nearer. I wish you 
have not angered it, by your foolish discourse. 

Tin, Indeed, madam, I did not speak from my 
heart. I hope it will do me no hurt, for a little harm- 
less raillery. 

L. Tru. Harmless, d'ye call it? It beats hard by us, 
as if it would break through the wall. 

Tin, What a devil had I to do with a white sheet? 

Scene opens, and discovers Fantome. 
Mercy on us, it appears! 

L. Tru. Oh, 'tis hel! 'tis he himself! 'tis Sir 
George! *tis my husband! [ She faints. 

Tin. Now would I give ten thousand pounds that I 
were in town. | Fantome, advances to him, drumming. | 
T beg ten thousand pardons: I'll never talk at this 
rate any more. | Fantome still advances, drumming. | BY 
my soul, Sir George, I was not in earnest. | Falls on 
his knees. | Have compassion on my youth, and con— 
Sider I am but a coxcomb. | Fantome points to the 
door. ] But see, he waves me off— Ay, with all my 
heart What a devil had I to do with a white 
sheet? | He stea/s off the Stage, mending his pace as the 

drum beats. 

Fan, The scoundrel is gone, and has left his mis— 


tress behind him. l'm mistaken it he makes love in 


| have now only the con— 


this house any more, 
jurer to deal with, I don't questioa but 1 shall make 


„ — - 
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his reverence scamper as fast as the lover; and then 
the day's my own. But the servants are coming; I 
must get into my cupboard, [ He goes in. 


Enter ABIGAIL and Servants, 


Ab. Oh, my poor lady] This wicked drum has 
frighted Mr. Tinsel out of his wits, and my lady inte 
a swoon. Let me bend her a little forward—She re- 
vives—Here, carry her into the fresh air, and she 
recover. | They carry her f.] This is a little bare 
barous to my lady; but 'tis all for her good: and I 
know her so well, that she would not be angry with 
me, if she knew what I was to get by it. And if 
any of her friends should blame me for it here- 
after, | 

FU clap my hand upon ny purse, and tell em, 

Mr. Vellum. [Exit. 


— — — —— — — 
— ä — — 


"Twas for a thousand pounds, and 
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ACT F. SCENE. þ. 


Enter Sir GEORGE in lis Conjurer's Habit; the Butler 
marching before him, with two large Candles; and the 
two Servants coming aſter him, one bringing @ lip 
Table, and another a Chatr. 


' Butler, 
Ax'r please your worship, Mr. Conjurer, the Stew» 
ard has given all of us orders to do u hatsocver you 
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Shall bid us, and to pay you tlie same respect as if you 
were our master. 

Sir Geo. Thou say'st well. 

Card. An't please your conjurership's worship, 
shall I set the table down here: 

Sir Gco. Here, Peter. 

Gard, Peter |—He knows my name by his learning. 

[ As:de. 

Coach. I. have brought you, reverend sir, the largest 
elbow- chair in the house; 'tis that the steward 
Sits in, when he holds a court. 

Sir Geo, Place it there. 

But. Sir, will you please to want any thing else? 

Sir Geo. Paper, and pen and ink. 

But. Sir, I believe we have paper that is fit for 
your purpose ; my lady's mourning paper, that is 
blacked at the edges. Would you choose to write 
with a crow-quill ? 

Sir Geo. There is none better, 

But. Coachman, go fetch the paper and standish out 
of the little parlour. 

Coach. | To Gard. ] Peter, pt*ythee, do thou go along 
with me—l'm afraid You know 1 went with you 


last night into the garden, when the cook- maid wants. 


ed a handful of parsley. 
But. Why, you don't think I'Il stay with the con- 


jurer by myself! 


Gerd. Come, we'll all three go and fetch the pen 
and ink together. Excunt Servants. 
Sir Geo, There's nothing, I see, makes such strong 


3 „ 


est 


for 


Ad J. 


alliances as fear. These fellows are all entered into 
a con federacy against the ghost. There must be 
abundance of business done in the family at this rate. 
But here comes the triple- alliance. Who could have 
thought these three rogues could have found each of 
them an employment in fetching a pen and ink? 
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Enter Gardener with a Sheet of Paper, Coachman u 
a Standish, and Butler with a Pen, 


Gard. Sir, there 1s your paper. 

Coach. Sir, there is your standish. 

But. Sir, there is your crow-quill pen=—1'm glad 
I have got rid on't. [ Aside, 

Gard. | Aide.) He forgets that he's to make a cir- 
cle Doctor, shall I help you to a bit of chalk ? 

Sir Geo. It is no matter. 


But. Look ye, sir, Ishewed you the spot where he's 
heard oftenest. If your worship can but ferret him 
out of that old wall in the next oom 

Sir Geo. We shall try. 

Gard. That's right, John. His worship must let 
fly all his learning at that old wall. 

But. Sir, if I was worthy to advise you, I would 
have a bottle of good October by me. Shall I set a 
cup of old stingo at your elbow ? 

Sir Geo. I thank thee——wecsha!l do without it. 

Gard. John, he Seems a very good-natured man 
for a conjurer. 

But. I'll take this opportunity of enquiring after a 
bit of plate I have lost. I fancy, whilst he is in my 

G 
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lady's pay, one may hedge in a question or two into 
the bargain. Sir, sir, may I beg a word in your ear. 

Sir Geo. What wouldst thou? 

But. Sir, I know I need not tell you, that I lost 
one of my silver spoons last week. 

Sir Geo. Marked with a swan's nec ——— 

But. My ladv's crest! He knows every thing. 
[ As2de. | How would your worship advise me to re- 
cover it again ? 

Sir Geo, Hum 

But. What must I do to come at it? 

Sir Geo. Drink nothing but small-beer for a fort- 


night 
But. Small- beer! rot gut! 
Sir Geo. If thou drink'st a single drop of ale before 
fifteen days are expired it is as much— as thy 


5poon is worth. 
But. 1 shall never recover it that way — I'll e' en 
buy a new one, [ 45ide. 


Coach. D'ye mind how they whisper ? 

Gard. I'll be hanged if he be not asking him 
Something about Nell t 

Coach. I'll take this opportunity of putting a ques» 
tion to him about poor Dobbin. I fancy he could 
give me better counsel than the farrier. 

But. | To Gard. ] A prodigious man]! he knows 
every thing, Now is the time to find out thy pick-ax. 

Gard. I have nothing to give him. Does not he 
expect to have his hand cross'd with silver ? 

Coach. | To Sir Geo. ] Sir, may a man venture to ask 
you a question? 
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Sir Geo. Ask it. 

Coach. I have a poor horse in the stable that's be- 
witched 

Sir Geo. A bay gelding. 

Coach. How could he know that ? LA. de. 

Sir Geo. Bought at Banbury. | 

Coach. Whew|l—S0 it was, on My conscience. 

| Whtstles, 


Sir Geo. Six years old, last Lammas. 

Coach. To a day. [ Aside.] Now, sir, I would know 
whether the poor beast is bewitched by Goody 
Crouch, or Goody Fly ? 

dir Geo. Neither. 

Coach. Then it must be Goody Gurton; for she is 
te next oldest woman in the parish. 

Card. Hast thou done, Robin? 

Coach. | To Gard. ] He can tell thee any thing. 
Gard. | To Sir Geo.] Sir, I would beg to taxe you 
little further out of hearing. q 
Sir Geo. Speak. F 
Gard. The butler and I, Mr. Doctor, were both | 
us in love, at the:Same time, with a certain persun. 

Nr Geo. A woman. 

Gard. How could he know that? [ Aside. | 

Sir Geo. Go on. 

Gard, This woman has lately had two children at a 


$ 4 


Ser Geo. Twins. 
Card. Prodigious | Where could he hear that? 
[ Astde. 4 
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Sir Geo. Proceed. 

Gard. Now, because Iused to meet her sometimes 
in the garden, she has laid them both 

Sir Geo. To thee, 

Gard. What a power of learning he must have ! he 
knows every thing. LAside. 

Sir Geo. Hast thou done? 

Gard. 1 would desire to know whether J am really 
father to them both ? 

Sir G:0. Stand before me; let me survey thee round. 

LLays his wand upon His head, and makes him turn about. 

Coach. Look yonder, John, the silly dog is turning 
about under the conjurer's wand. If he has been 
Saucy to him, we shall sce him puffed off in a whirl- 
wind immediately. 

Sir Geo, Twins, dost thou say? [SY turning lim. 

Gard. Ay, are they both mine, d'ye think ? 

Sir Geo, Own but one of them. 

Gard, Ay, but Mrs. Abigail will have me take 
care of them both—she's always for the butler. 
It my poor master, Sir George, had been alive, he 
would have made him go halves ith me. A 

Sir Geo. What, was Sir George a kind master? 

Card. Was he! Ay, my fellow-gervants will bear 
ine witness. | 

Sir Geo, Did ye love Sir George? 

But. Every body loved him. 

Coack. There was not a dry eye in the parish at the 

news o death —— 


Gard 


e was the best neighbour 
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Put. The kindest husband 

Coach. The truest friend to the poor 

But. My lady took on mightily; we all thought it 
would have been the death of he 

Sir Geo, I protest these tellows melt mel thin“ 
the time long till I am their master again, that 1 may 
be kind to them. [ Axide, 


ney 
1 i 


Enter VELLUM. 


Vel. Have you provided the doctor every thing he 
has Occasion for If 50 


you may depart. 
[ Exeunt Servants. 

Sir Geo. I can, as yet, see no hurt in my wite's 
behaviour; but still have some certain pangs and 
doubts, that are natural to the heart of a fond man, 
« | must take the advantage of my disguise, to be 
« thoroughly satisfied. It would neither be for her 
© happiness, nor mine, to make myself known to her 
* till I am so.“ | As:de.] Dear Vellum, I am impa- 
tient to hear some news of my wife. How does she, 
after her fright ? 

Vel. It is a saving somewhere in my Lord Coke, 
that a widow 

Sir Geo. I ask of my wife, and thou talk'st to me 
of my Lord Coke Pr'ythee, tell me how she dees; 
for I am in pain for her. 

Fe, She is pretty well recovered, Mrs. Abigail 
has put her in good heart; and I have given her great 
hopes from your skill. 


G iy 
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Sir Geo. That, I think, cannot fail, since thou hast 
got this secret out of Abigail. But I could not have 
thought my friend Fantome would have served me 
thus. 

% You will still fancy you are a living man, 
Sir Geo, That he should endeavour to ensnare my 


wife 

Vel. Vou have no right in her after your demise. 
Death extinguishes all property—Quoad hanc—lIt is a 
maxim in the law. 

Sir Geo. A pox on your learning | Well, but what 
is become of Tinsel ? 

Fel. He rushed out of the house, called for his 
horse, clapped spurs to his sides, and was out of sight 
in less time than I can tell ten. 

Sir Geo. This is whimsical enough. My wife will 
have a quick succession of lovers in one day. Fan- 


tome has driven out Tinsel, and I shall drive out 


Fantome. | 
Vel. Even as one wedge driveth out another—He, 


he, he! You must pardon me for being jocular. 

Sir Geo. Was there ever such a provoking block 
head? But he means me well“ Well, I must have 
« satisfaction of this traitor, Fantome ; and cannot 
« take a more proper one, than by turning him out 
« of my house, in a manner that shall throw shame 


upon him, and make him ridiculous as long as he 


« lives.”—— You must remember, Vellum, you have 
abundance of business upon your hands; and I have 
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but just time to tell it you over. All I require of you 
is dispatch ; therefore, hear me. 

Vel. There is nothing more requisite in business 
than dispatch 

Sir Geo. Then hear me. 

Fel. It is, indeed, the life of business 

Sir Geo, Hear me then, I say. 

Vel. And, as one hath rightly observed, the benefit 
that attends it is four- fold. First 

Sir Geo. There is no bearing this. Thou art going 
to describe dispatch, when thou shouldst be prac- 
tising it. 

Vel. But your ho- nour will not give me the hear- 
ing — 

Sir Ceo. Thou wilt not give me the hearing. 

[ Angrity. 
Vel. I am still. 
Sir Geo. In the first place, you are to lay my wig, 


hat, and sword ready for me in the closet, and one of 


my scarlet coats. You know how Abigail has de- 
scribed the ghost to you, 

Vel. It shall be done. 

Sir Geo. Then you must remember, whilst I am 
laying this ghost, you are to prepare my wife for the 
reception of her real husband. Tell her the whole 
Story, and do it with all the art you are master of, 
that the surprise may not be too great for her. 

Vel. It shall be done. But since her ho—nour has 
seen this apparition, she desires to see you once more, 
be fore you encounter it, 
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Sir Geo. I shall expect her impatiently; for now I 
can talk to her without being interrupted by that im- 
pertinent rogue, Tinsel. 1 hope thou hast not told 
Abigail any thing of the secret. 

Vel. Mrs. Abigail is a woman; there any many 
reasons why she should not be acquainted with it: I 
Shall only mention six — 

Sir Geo. Hush, here she comes! Oh, my heart! 


Enter Lady TRUMAN and ABIGAIL, 


Sir Geo. | Aside, while Vellum talks in dumb $hery to 
L. Tru. ] Oh, that lov'd woman! How ] long to take 
her in my armsl If I find I am still dear to her me- 
mory, it will be a return to life indeed. But I must 
take care of indulging this tenderness, and put on 2 
behaviour more suitable to my present character. 

[Walks at a distance in à pensidt posture, waving 
his wand. 

J. Tru. [To Vellum. ] This is surprising indeed | 
So all the servants tell me; they say he knows every 
thing that has happened in the family. 

Ab. [ Aside.} A parcel] of credulous fools ; they 
first tell him their secrets, and then wonder how he 
comes to know thein, 

[ Exit Vel. exchanging fond looks with Abigail. 

L. Tru. Learned sir, may I have some conversation 


with you, before you begin your ceremonies ? 


Ser Geo, Speak—But hold—First, let me feel your 
pulse. 
J. Yu, What can you learn from that? 
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Sir Geo, I have already learned a secret from it, 
that will astonish you, 

L. Tru. Pray, what is it ? 

Sir Geo, You will have a husband within this half 
hour, 

Ab. | Aside.] I am glad to hear that—He must mean 
Mr, Fantome. I begin to think there's a good deal 
of truth in his art, 

J. Tru. Alas! I fear you mean I shall see Sir 
George's apparition a second time. 

Sir Geo. Have courage; you shall see the appari— 
tion no more. The husband I mention, shall be as 
much alive as I am. 

Ab. Mr. Fantome, to be sure. [ Aside, 

IL. Tru. Impossible; I loved my first too well. 

Sir Geo. You could not love the first better than 
you will love the second. 

« 46. [ Aside.] I'll be hanged if my dear steward 
« has not instructed him. He means Mr. Fantome, 
* to be sure. The thousand pounds is our own.” 

I. Tru. Alas, you did not know Sir George! 

Fir Geo, As well as I do myself——1 saw him with 
you in the red damask room, when he first made love 
to you; your mother left you together, under pre- 
tence of receiving a visit from Mrs. Hawthorn, vn 
her return from London, 

J. Tru, This is astonishing ! 

Sir Geo, You were a great admirer of a single life 
for the first half hour; your refusals then grew still 
fainter and fainter, With what ecstacy did Sir George 
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kiss your haud, when you told him you should always 
follow the advice of your mamma! 

IL. Tru. Every circumstance to a tittle ! 

Sir Geo. Then, lady, the wedding night! I saw 
you in your white sattin night-gown. You would 
not come out of your dressing- room, till Sir George 
took you out by force. He drew you gently by the 
hand You struggled—— but he was too strong fur 
you You blushed ; he 

L. Tru. Oh, stop there! go no further He knows 
every ting. [ Aside, 

Ab. Truly, Mr. Conjurer, I believe you have been 
a wag in your youth. 

Sir Geo. Mrs. Abigail, you know what your good 
word cost Sir George; a purse of broad pieces, Mrs. 
Abigail. 


Ab. The devil's in him. [ Aside.] Pray, sir, since 


you have told se far, you should tell my lady, that 1 
refused to take them. 

Sir Geo, *Tis true, child, he was forced to thrust 
them into your bosom. 

Ab. This rogue will mention the thousand pounds, 
if I don't take care. [He.] Pray, sir, though you 
are a conjurer, methinks you need not be a blab. 

L. Tru. Sir, since I have now no reason to doubt 
of your art, I must beseech you to treat this appari— 
tion gently. It has the resemblance of my deceased 
husband. If there be any undiscovered secret, any 
thing that troubles his rest, learn it of him. 

Sir Geo. 1 must, to that end, be Sincerely informed 
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by you, whether your heart be engaged to another. — 
Have not you received the addresses of many lovers 
since his death? 

L. Tru. I have been obliged to receive more visits 
than have been agreeable. 


Sir Geo, Was not Tinsel welcome ?—Ii'm afraid to 
hear an answer to my own question. Aide. 

L. Tru. He was well recommended. 

Sir Geo. Racks [Aside. 

L. Tru. Of a good family. 

Sir Geo. Tortures! [ Aside, 

J. Tru. Heir to a considerable estate. 

Sir Geo. Death! { Aside.] And you still love him? 


— 'm distracted | Aside. 
E. Tru. No, I despise him. I found he had a de- 
Sign upon my fortune; was base, profligate, coward- 
ly, and every thing that could be expected from a man 
of the vilest principles. 
Sir Geo. I'm recovered, Aside. 
Ab, Oh, madam, had you seen how like a scoun- 
drel he looked, wha he left your ladyship in a swoon! 
Where have you left my lady? says J. in an elbow- 
chair, child, says he. 
To town, child, savs he; 


And where are you going ? 
Says J. for, to tell thee 
truly, child, says he, I don't care for living under the 
Same root with the devil, says he. 

Sir Geo, Well, lady, I see nothing in all this, that 
may hinder Sir George's spirit from being at rest. 

L. Tru. If he knows any thing of what passes in my 
heart, he cannot but be satisfied vt that tondness 
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which I bear to his memory. My sorrow for him is 
always fresh when I think of him. He was the kind- 
est, truest, tenderest——Tears will net let me go 
42 — 8 

Sir Geo. This quite overpowers me [-I shall dis- 
cover myself before my time. [Aside.] Madam, you 
may now retire, and leave me to myself. 

L. Tru. Success attend you. 

Av, | wish Mr. Fantome gets well off from this old 
Dou know he'll be with him immediately, 

[ Exeunt Lady Truman and Abigail. 

Sir Geo. My heart is now at easet—$he is the same 
dear woman [ left her. Now tor my revenge upon 
Fantome. I shall cut the ceremonies short—A few 
words will do his business,— Now, let me seat myself 
in torm—A good easy chair for a conjurer this Now 
for a few mathematical scratches—A good lucky 
crawl that—Faith, 1 think it looks very astrological 
These twoor three magical pot-hooks about it, make 
it a complete conjurer's scheme. | Drum beats. Ha, 
ha, ha! Sir, are you there? Enter drummer Now 
must JI pore upon my paper. 


Inter FanTtOME, Scating his Drum. 
Pr'ythee, don't make a noise, I'm busy. [ Fantome 
beats, | A pretty march! pr'ythee, beat that over again. 
{ [le beats and advances. | |Rising.| Hal you're very 
perſect in the step of a ghost. You $taik it majesti- 
Cally, [ Fantome adeances.] How the rogue stares | he 
ts it to admiration! I'll be hanged if he hes not 
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been practising this half hour in Mes. Abigai“'s 
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wardrobe. | Fantome starts, gives a rap with his drum.] 
Pr'ythee, don't play the tool. [Famome beats. | Nays 
nay, enough of this, good Mr. Fantome. 

Fan. |! As:de.] Death! I am discovered. This jade, 
Abigail, has betrayed me. 

Sir Geo, Mr. Fantome, upon the word of an astro- 
loger, your thousand pound bribe will never gain my 
Lady Truman, 

Fan. Tis plain, she has told him all, [ As1dee 

Sir Geo. Let me advise you to make off as fast as 
you can, or I pl.uniy perceive by niy art, Mr. Ghost 
will have his bones broke. 

Fan. | To Sir Geo. ] Look ye, old gentleman, I per- 
ceive you have learned this secret from Mrs. Abigail. 

Sir Geo, I have learned it from my art. 

Fan. Thy art! pr'ythee, no more of that. Look: 
ye, I know you are a cheat as much as 1 am. And 
if thou'lt keep my counsel, Il: give thee ten broad 
pieces. 

Sir Geo, Tam not mercenary, Young man, I scorn 
thy cold. | 

Fan. Vil make them up twenty —— 

Sir Geo, Avaint ! and that quickly, or I'll rais 
zuch an apparition as shall 


Fan. An apparition, old gentleman! vou mistake 
your man; Im not to be frighted with bugbears! 

yr Geo. Let me retire but for a few moments, and 
L will give thee such a proof of my art 
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Fan. Why, if thou hast any Foctzs-focus tricks to 
play, why can'st thou not do them here ? 
Str Ger The raising of a spirit requires certain 
Secret MySterics to be performed, and words 10 be 


mattered in Private 

fan. Well, ii I see through your trick, will you 
pron'se to he my friend? 

Se Cc. l will. -—— Attend and tremble! Exit. 

Fin. A very solemn old ass! but I smoke him — 
he has a mind to raise his price upon me. ——lI could 
not think this slut would lave used me thus. —I be. 
ein to grow horribly tired of my drum. I wish I 
was well rid of it. However, I have got this by it, 
thut it has driven oft linsel for good and all: Isha'n't 
have the mortificaticn to sce my mistress carried off 
by such a rival. Well, whatever happens, I must 
Sup this old teliow's mouth; I must not be spariug in 
But here he comes, 


[143i money. 


Fitcr Sir GORE in lis own Ila bit. 


in! what's that! Sir George Truman! This can be 
go ehunterſeit. His dress, his shape, his face, the 
„ry wound of which he died! Nay, then *us time to 
decamp! | | Runs . 
Sir Geo, Ha, ha, ha! Fare you well, good Sir 
(326150 .—The enemy has left me master of the field; 
here are the marks of my victory, This drum will I 
haug up in my great hall, as the trophy of the day, 
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Euter ABIGAIL. 


Sir GEORGE Stands with his Hand before his Face, in a 
mis:ns Posture. 

Ab. Yonder he is. O'my conscience, he has driven 

off the comurcr, Mr. Fantore, Mr. Fantome! 1 

give you joy, | vive you joy, What do you think of 


your thousand pounds now? Why does not the man 


speak [ Pulls him by the sede. 
Sr Gro. Ha! Tah ing lis hand from bis face, 
Ab. Oh, 'tis my master! [S riehs. 


[ Running away, he catches her. 

Sir Gro. Good Mrs, Abigail, not so tast. 

Ab. Are you ative, Sir ?—He has given my shoulder 
such a cursed tweak! they must be real fingers, I Heel 
them, Pin sure. 

Sir Gro. What dost thou think? 

Ab. Think, sir! think !—Troth I don't know what 
to think. —Prav, sir, Tow 

dir Geo. Ni questions, good Abigail ; thy cnriosy 


shall be satisfied in due time. 
Ab. Oh, I'm so frigled 
Sir Geo. Where's your lady, I ask you ? —— 


Where's your ady ? 


and og d 


Ab. Marry, I don't know where | am myself—1 
cann't forbear weeping for oy 


Ser Geo, Your lady? I say, your lady -I must 
bring you to yourself with one pinch more. 
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A. Oh, She has been talking a good while witl 
Steward. 
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Sir Geo. Then he has opened the whole story to her. 
Pun glad he has prepared her. Oh, here she comes. 


Erter Lady I RUMAN, followed by VELU ust. 

L. Tru. Where is he? Let me fly into his arms! 
my life! my soul! my husband! 

Sir Geo. Oh, let me catch tnee to my heart, dearest 
of women ! 

L. Tru. Are you then still alive, and are you here! 
J can sCarce believe my senses! Now am I happy 
indecd! | 

Sir Geo, My heart is too full to answer thee. 

% L. 7:4. tow could you be so cruel to deter: give 


e ing ine that joy which you knew I must receive 


from your presence? You have robbed my lite of 


« some hours of happiness that bought to have been 
6 in it. 

«« $77 Go. It was to make our happiness the more 
te <incere and unm xe: there will be row no dutbts 
& to ich it, Wat has been the afiliction of our 
« lives, has given a variety to them, and will here— 
« after supply us with a thousand materials so talk of, 

%,. Tru, | am now satisfied that it is not in the 
© power of absence to lessen your love towards me. 

« Sr Geo. And am satisfied that it is not in the 
% power of death to destroy that love wich makes 
„ me the happiest of men, ? 

L. Tru. Was ever woman so blessed! to find again 
the darling of her soul, when she thought him lost 
for ever! to enter into a kind of sccond marriage 


as 


AA . TH! DRUMMER, Is 
ith the only man whom $he was ever capable ot 
loving! 

Sir Geo. May it be as happy as our first, I desire 
no more! Believe me, mv dear, I want words toex- 
1655 those transports or jo and tenderress, which 
are every moment rizing in my heart whilat L speak 
to thee, 

Enter Sr ants, 

But. Just as the steward told ns, leds! Lack you 
there, it he ben't with my lady already? 

Gard He, he, hel whit a! zy tal ttt Wit this be 
foren adam. 

Coach As I was coming in at the gate, a strange 
gentleman whizked by nie; but he took to his heels, 
and made away to the George. It 1 did not sce mas- 
ter betore me, I Sticuld have sworn it had been his 
honor! 

Card. Ilast thou given orders for the bells to be set 
a ringing ? 

Coach, Never trouble thy head «bout that, it is 
done, 

Sir Geo. | To Lady Tru. ] Ny dear, I lone as much 
to tel! vonn u Hale Story, as vou do 
the mean while,” f an to {yok neon tis as my ned 
ding day. Il have nc e But. the Vece of mirth 
and teasting Ty ny 118 "iy | OT. Rete as I and 
my Servants shall rejoice witih nt viy tial! be 
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Coach. The same good man that ever he was! 

Gard. Whurral . | 

Sir Gro Vellum, thou hast done me much service 
to-day. I know thou lovest Abigail; but she's dis— 
appointed in a fortune. 1'll make it up to both of 
you. I'll give thee a thousand pounds with her. It 
is not fit there should be one sad heart in my house 
to- night. 

„I., Troy, What von do for Abigail, J know is 
« meant as a compliment to me. This is a new in- 
© gtance of vour love“ 

Ab. Mr. Vellum, you are a well- spoken man; pray 
do you thank my master and my lady. 

Sir Geo, Vellum, I hope you are not displeased with 
the gift I make you, 

Vel. The gift is two feld. I receive from you 

A virtuous partner, and a portion too; 
For which, in humble wwe, 1 thank the donors ? 
And so we bid good-night to both your ho—NOUrS. 


Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 
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SPOKEN BY LADY TRUMAN, 


T, O-night, the fpott's advocate Ist; 

And he arserves the favour at wy hand, 

Wi, in my guipage, their cause debating, 
Has plac'd two luden, and a third in waiting 4 
If both the ſirst Sheuld from their duty swerve, 
There's one behind the wainscot i» res rue. 

In tus next play, if ! would take this trouble, 
He promis'd me to make the number double = 

In troth, 'twas spoke line an obliging creature, 
For though tis simpie, yet it 5/ics good-nature, 


My help thus ad, I could not choose but grant it, 


And really | thought the play would want it, 
Hoid, as it is, of all the uu, arts 

To warm your ſancies, and to teal your hearts 3 
No court-intrigue, nor Gly cuckordom, 


but a drum 
No smutty thought in doubtful phrase exp cst, 
And, gentlemen, , so, pray where's the jest? 


No song, no dance, no muste 


IT hen we would raise your mir th, you hardly know 


Whcther, in sttelucss, you-should laugh or no; 
But turn upon the ladies in ide Pit, 

© * * * . - 
And if they Pedden, you are zure "tis wit, 
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Proleli him then, ye fair ones; for the fair 

Of all conditions are his equal care. 

He draws a widow, who, of blameless carriage, 
True to her jointure, hates a second marriage z 
And, to improve a dirtucus wife's delights, 

Out of one man, contrives two wedding nights; 


Nay, to cb'rge the sex in ev ry state, 

A nymph of froe and forty ſiuds her mate, 

Too long his marriage, in this taiteless age, 

Wah ill. red raillery sup d the stage 

No little :$cribbler ts of wit $0 bare, 

Put has His fling at the poor wedded pair. 

Our author deals not in conccits so stale- 

For gliculd th* exampies of has play prevail, 

No man need blush, though true to marriage-vou's, 
Nor be a jest, though he should love his house. 
Thus has he done you Brittsh consorts right, 

Whos husbands, $houid they pry lthe mine to-night, 
Would never find you in jour condutt slipping, 
Though they turn'd conjurers to take you tripping. 
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THE END. 
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